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PREFACE. 


'S 00D. Poctry needs no Apology, and 


Bad deſerves no C onmendation. * to 
would not have the Reader think, F 


make Mine come under the latter Denonina- 

tion, meerly out of Formality, becauſe I would 
be ſo complaiſant, as to let Others commend 
it for me : But, I'll aſſure you, 1 do i only 
to let the World know, I am not ſo matural 
a Parent, as to venture my Iſjue in the W, orld, 
without a Word in its beinalf- Of all W, riters, 

Poets are moft Happy 3 for while Others are 
puzling their Brains, io' find a Reaſon for - 
their Scribling ; the Queſtion was never put 
to a Poet, W, by he Wrote ® There are ſome 


uoy's in the World, we can give no 
Je ne ſay A 2 Reaſon 


REFACE. 


Reaſon or : "Ti. 65 Natural fo a Poet. to 
writ? F erſe, as "ths. a Tory to talk Now 
ſenſe, "or for an Old Sinner to Die im 
tet. The greateſt Reaſon that obliged me to 
Print theſe Trifles, was pkg T bad been 1 
Unfortunate, as | to let them go out of my 
Hands ; and had no other way to procure 
then, but © by promiſing to Print them. 1 

they ta dls RG, F bave ha 
Deſi ire. IT am ſenſible enough of amy own 
Failings ; and I conld heartily beg a Pardon 
fog each Fault ; but in ſo has - 1 "ſbould diſ- 
cover my own Errors ; \which , perhaps, 

every one will not find. If I am + ſomerphet 
ub Bienabl in my Writing, 1 cannot help 
t: T never intended to Ininwonr a Pedaittick 
AY ; nor to turn Bombaſt, to pleaſe Fops 
and Fools. I never thought our Language ſo 
poor, "that it needed. to be ſet off with Words 
cor d in the French or Italtan Mould; nor 
did F ever think of Flying, bit I thought on 
Icarus ; and how foot your ſoaring Wits dwin- 
ales to Nonſenſe. I'would make This of Mr. 

Ye aller my Appxier] hs 
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Tho" Poets.ma af Inſpiration boaſt, _ 7 
Their Rage, ill govern'd, in the Clouds * 
is loſt: 
But who proportion'd Wonders can dif- | 
| cloſe, 
At once his Judgment, and his Fancy * 


ſhows. 


I muſt confeſs, T never took that for Wit, 
which was (to uſe a New-born word) Un- - 
by-any-Fancy-fathomable. | 
As for the Firſt Part : The moſt liable to 
Cenſure in it, is the Tranſlations; wherein | 
] bave rakes a large Scope ; but yet, I think, 

T have not injur'd the. Senſe of the Author. 
Whoever pretends to expreſs the Conceit of a 
Latin Poet, in a Litteral way, muſt have a 
more colipendions Brain than I. Nether do - 
I want a ſufficient Modern Authority, for this 
Paraphraſtical way of Writing. 1 had Tran- 
now the Beft of Horace, his Art of Poetry ;, 
ol ry Fr Be excellently perform'd by the 


Roſcommon, I was unwill: 


Weak ſhould be a Foyl to bis Wit ; and 
therefore committed it to the Flames, ko fore 
Others the Labour. 
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As for the Second Part, the Paſtoral : I 
ſball only ſay this, That T meant it for a Piece 
of Dramatique ; but T Writ it before T knew 
«ny ſuch thing, as an Art in Poetry. 

Now, the main Queſtion will be, Why I 
cold not have chofem more ſertons Subjects 
to have Treated on ? But let thoſe ask Youth, 
Il hy i is VVanton © As the Spring, Why it 
proditees Buds and Flowers © Aſk Rivers, 
Why they flow '? And Fountains, Why they 
don't wiih-bold their Springs 9 I cold, at this 
Time, have Publiſhed a Poem, that might 
bawe got me wore Praiſe, both as to the Re- 
gular | Parts of the Poem, and the Gravity 
of the Subject : Bit tt was not my intent to 
Publiſh any, eſpecially ſuch as Theſe ; but they 
were meerly ex'orted. Neither ſhall I 'bitk 
they do, in the leaſt, detrat# from Virtue ; 
fimee I body Read the Poems of Berza, Hem 
{11s, our own Donne, EXC. Þut, at worſt, 
it may paſs for a Pardonable (if no Com- 
mendable) Extrawagance, im one of my Tears. 
} with, all the VVild Oats fown by the Youth 
of ii\is Ave, did produce no worſe an Hareeft, 
thin This. Poetry, tho' it be an nſeleſs Stu- 
ay, it i an tuocent Recreation ; and the Ad- 
Van- 
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The PREFACE, 
wantages that ariſe from it, are beft kyowh 
to them that exerciſe it. But thoſe that cry 
down Poetry, in the general, forget that Part 
of the Sacred Writings were delivered in 
Verſe : And it's well known, what Uſe Di- 
vines have wade of the Heathen Poets, in 
their Writings. If they Read i 

(«) Grotius, (5) Du Pleſils, G /! edi 1 
(c) Duport, (4) Burthogge, (c). Gnoms Hom. 
and many more I could men- (#)De CauſzDei. 


. tion, theyd find the Antient Writings 0 


the Goa not ſo inconſiderable. They 
ſeem'd to be Inſpir'd by a Divine Spinis, and 
to have ſome faint Glimmerings of the Eter- 
nal Mind diffuſed on. their Souls ; as One of 
them ſays : 


Eſt Deus in nobis, ſunt nos commercia 
Cali. 


Nay, Plato goes farther ; be calls them, 
oi Or y axidNs mounTal, The Sons of the Gods. I 
muſt confeſs, the Abuſe of Poetry has been 
very great in theſe latter Ages ; and ſince 
Mr. Cowley, there has been none that has 
endeavoured to Reftifie it. But if ever I 
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exerciſe my Hand again this way, it Jo be 
on ſome Graver Subjed. I hope, here are 
no Expreſſions can offend the Tendereſt Rea- 
.der ; if there be, I declare 1 meant nothing 
' beſs. But the Reader þas this one ſure Anti. 
dote ; If he lets it alone, 'twill do him no 
Harm. 

Naturalliſts tell zz5,] That the Spider can 
fuck, Poiſon out of the ſweeteſt Flower : And 
|. ſo a deprav'd Inclination may.do owt of the 

 beſt\Senſe. Poetry 3 not altogether a Pi- 


Gure of the Poet's Mind and Inclination |; 
but a Pifinre of the Thing they repreſent |: 
Tho' it may be, like bitter Drinks, diſouſt- 

' ful to the Palate; yet it 3s good for the Health" 
of the VVhole- And 'tho it may be airy m- 


the Ca pron: it ought be good and ſolid ii 
the Moral. 


John Tutchin. . | 
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\The FIRST PART. 


Al 
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SATYR 


AGAINST 
VICE. 
| OW bleſſings on ye all, ye Vertuous Souls } 


Who boundleſs Mankind brought ty 
Laws and Rules, 


Eternally may hallowed Inceaſe burn, 
In Sacred flames, around your pious Urn: 
B Your 


2**  MISCELL ANIES. 
| Your rational Laws gave Pzety uts riſe; 
And your dread hand firſt ſtruck the Monſter YVite. 
We (thanks to Heav'en and you) can plainly ſte 
The modern cheat of grave Iniquity, 

But ble} (ang more if Heay'en can do't) be you, 
Who naked Virtue boldly did purſue : 

| kb Swords, and direful Spears before you lay, Þ| Pi 
You gredely trod in the Imperial Way : 

| py grizly Death triumphantly did meet ; 


Faggots your Grave, and Flames your Winding- 
ſheet. 4 


To, make your ratio'nal Tenents true and good, 
You bravely ſeaPd 'em with your dying blood... || Ye 

Vice, thou firit born of Hell ! and blacker far, Þ W 
Than th= black Fiends, daran'd Pluro's Subjefts || R: 


> > > >> > 


arc: | To 
Supinely thou hadſt ſlept in thy dark Cell 71 
Where mighty Singers in oblivign dwell ; T} 


And ne're untimely had this monſtrous Birth, 
Had ot ſome Deyil brought thee up to Earth :_.. 
S2on thou hadft beea depoſed from thy Rezgng 

And ne're had(t ſeea the hghtforac worldagaua; | pg 
Had not ſome Earthly Fienas ador'd thy viſe, | &;r 
And ſentke'd. on its Throne the Monarda #4@-. . 


Now 
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Now thaugh the Scepter's iri thy impious hand, 
e. | And like a potent Prince thou doſt command ; 
> | Amongſtthe Fooksthy Empire's bound does ſpread, 

And*mongſt the ſolid Wiſe, near ſhow'ſt thy head: 


| To the lewd Stews thou haſt thy great reſort, 
And meanly ſneak'ſt to the laſcivious Court : 


7, | Pimps, Bawds, Buffoons, and all the numerous 
throng 


Of wanton Lechers guard thee all along : 
,. | Lewd noifome Courtezany fupport thy ratgn, 
And fill the crowd of thy inglorious train. 
Tell me, ye Lordly Sorts; who Yice adore; 
- | You; who a Patent have to Luſt and Whore ; 
r, | Who mighty Sins, and great Eſtates bring forth ; 
ts | Rare pompous things to agrandize your worth : 
Tell me, wherein your mighty pleaſure lies 3 
"The fweet delicious good of charming Fe ; 
That makes you thus the Strumper Y:ze-adore; 
And makeeach Sot your Pimp, Bawd your Whore? 
« | Factors for Hel; of the right ſtamp and kind; - 
$ | The younger brood of the Infernal Fiend 
Le | For YVice's traffick all alike defign'd: 
- | Sinners of all degrees come rowling on ; 
From Earli,and Dukes even down fo Fop x. John, 


Bz Sririers ; 
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Sinners of little Wit, and great ERates, 

Of mighty bulks, your firſt and ſcoond Rates : 

On whoſe lewd ſtock ſuch numerous branches 
grow, 


And from whoſe, loins ſuch goodly thouſands 
flow ; 


Would make one think, to re-aſſume his reign, 
The Malmesbury Devil's come again. 

He, the bold HeQtor of the Gods, could Write, 
Rail, and explode the Powers above in ſpite. 
The Atheiſts Monarch, and the Courtters tool, 
The Scholars Laughing-ſtock, and Heavens Fool. 
Always unwilling, till unit to die ; 

The very dregs of damn'd Philoſophy. 

Irrational Brute ! in whoſe groſs Brain we ce 
Nogſence digeſted in Epirome. 

Couldt contradictions joyn, and couldſt perfwade 
Th' immortal Gods are unimmortal made ? 
Arm'd with thy Pen, with direful brow walt ſeen, 
Juſt like ſome God-tefying Maximin. 

Out from thy Mouth a threatning Bullet flies ; 
And God-like Curſes ſcale th' impartial Skies. 
The echo of thy breath the Woods repeat, 

Its violent ſtorm makes the ſtrong Tides retreat, 


Aud putks the very Gods from off their ſeat. F:. 
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As if thou Sins Columbus meant'it to be, 
Thol view'dſt the Orb of large Iniquity. 
And having view'd each Creck, thy fatal breath 
Thou didſt reſign to Chance, that made thy Earth. 
And thus our mighty Atheiſt liv'd, thus fell 
The goodlieſt Brand that ever burnt in Hell. 

Ah ! Had I Wit but equal to my Spite, 
With what a learned malice would I write ? 
Not one of Luſts lewd Company ſhould be 
From my more generous rage and paſſion free. 
No, not thoſe Kingly Sots, thoſe Vertues Rods, 
Who for their {inning have been counted Gods. 

Here, Bawdy Cupid, I would have thee know, 
I ſcorn'ithy Quiver, and contema thy Bow ! 
Thou the great God of Luſt | whoſe Empire ſpreads 
Where Courts & Stews erect their ominous heads. 
Grand Fiend ! whoart invok'd for mighty aid ; 
And for thy fatal help with Sins art paid : 
Falſe as thy Children, Whores, whoſe every Prayer 
And plighted Oaths, like thine, diſſolve in Air. 
Cruel as Tyrants, when to Empire brought, 
Puff't up withBlood, with direfulVengance fraught. 
Who ſlew the mighty Tarnxs, I can tell ; 
And by whoſe hand great Agememnon fell; 
B 3 - Why, 
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Why weeping Phillis ſew Demophoon's Brice, 
And in the Waves the lov'd Leander dy'd; 

Why fad Oenone through the ſhady Groves 
Laments for Paris, her unhappy Loves ; 

Why mournful Philomel does tell her tales 

For abſent Tere through the hollow Vales. 

*Tis you, God Cupid, and your Mother's Doves, 
Do make the Scenes of all our Tragick Loves. 
Thou ſtain'dſt with Mortal Blood,thy ſelf to pleaſe, 
The Marriage-Bed of the Danaides. | | 
Old Polyphemus had the Stone from you, 

With which the Wretch his Rival Ati ſlew. 

You made the poiſon and the fatal ſtrife, 

Whuch took away fair Sophonisba's life. 

'Tis you invent what bloody Lovers at, 

And laugh at Miſchief and a cruel Fact : 


Nay, your own Prieſts, the gladſome Bards, you 
wrong, ' 


And give 'em Tears tor Mirth, and Groans for 


Song. 
Thou exil'd Ovid didfſt to Scythia ſend, 
The beſt of Bards, the Muſes deareſt Friend ; 
By thy diſdain he'd loſt his Poets Name ; 
But from his hand ſome mournful Letters came 


Came, 


Ir 


MISCELULANTBS. 
Came, but unbound, vagile, of colours þare ; 
The genuine of-{pring of a wanderer. 
Though at thy hand one Bard did mercy find, 
Thou mad'it him waetched &re Caftars kind. 
One of his Glortana does complain ; 

And Daniel woes his Delis but in vain : 

Nay, greateſt Cowley did his Love ſurvive, 

And all his life without his Aſtreſs hve. 

If ever pity from chy bowels came, 

It-was to crown [ome baſe adulterate flame. 
Each wandring Leecher does thy ſhrine adore, 
Enjoys his Miſtreſs and ten thouſand more. 

Thou thy deſcent ha#ſt never fram above ; 

Thou art the God of Luſt, and not of Love. 

[f ever mortal ſhall thy God-head owne 

Curſt be the hand rebuilds thy bankrape Throne 3 
Plague, Peſtilence, and Fire, and what & work, 
Thy own dear Pox attend him with a Curſe. 
And you, fond Maids, if e're again you dare 
On's Altar lay a bawdy Hymn or Prayer ; 
Heaven blaſt your Beauty and your native Pride, 
'Till you "re abhor'd, and he undeify'd. 

May you with Curſes be in triumph born z 

The univerſal hiſs of pubhek feorn. | 
B 4 May 
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May all your glances uaſucceſsful prove, 


And forceMen's Envy when you would theirLove. 
Hence, hated Vice, from our once happy Land, 


E're thy ignoble tribe did here command : 
Here no truumphal honours ſhall be paid ; 
Altars to Vice, and Sacred UnCtion made. 


The grand Impoſture here will ne're prevail : 


With thy polluted breath fivell full thy Sail 


Steer thy lewd Ship to ſome damn'd peoples coaſt, 


Whom God has curſt, and have their reaſon loſt : 


There thou may'ſt temples build & bear the ſway ; 


And with auſpicious pride may'ſt rule the day :; 
There may'{timpoſe thy rigorous commands ; 


Have conyerts numerous as Arabian Sands ; 


There uncontroul'd thou may in ſafety dwell, 


Bleſt with th" influence of powerful Hel. 
Much happier we, thy Empire diſavow, 


Abyure thy Precepts, and contemn thy Law : 
Let gawdy Prowels, for grave Sloth be ſeen ; 
Let Virtue ſtrut, where creeping Vice has been : 


Let no fantaſtick fool obſtruQ its way, 

Or with vile Clouds obſcure its ardent ray ;; 
But in ymperial guiſe let it march on, 

And view around the Britiſh Horizon : 


Then 


Ve 
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Then to our fair Avg»fts bend its way, 
And there in ſweet repoſe its blefling lay : 
Our fair A»g»ſts, once the Nations pride, 
To on new honours brought each flowing 
Now, by its peoples crimes, a Defart made, 
And though a well builr Town, a very ſhade. 
Once more, damn'd lewdnefs, I invoke thy name ! 
Shew me ſome myſtick Art to ſpread thy ſhame » 
No mare a peaceful name I e're cap-ul \F a 
'Tis ſpite and madne( ſhall inſpire my Maſe. 


Daman'd .be your Plays, and all Stage-Fops that 
write ! 


Immortal Satyr is my whole delight : 

Let all your Stygiax Votaries adore, 

And find new Paint for this Lethe«s Whore ; 

I'll of her crimes a juſt reſentment get, 

And plague, and ſcourge her with the force of Wit. 


A SATYR. 
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tO 


SATYR | 
WHORING.[: 


Laves to Debauchery and Luſtful Rage, PF 

ers ny epi/nges proſtitute the YH: 
Stage, 

Begot in heat of Luſt on Hackney Whores, 
Souls wrapt in Excrements of common Shoars. 
Standing for patterns, *fore the Limners Eye, 
To draw the Luſtful God Priapme by. 
Pox take ye al! This Curſe I doubt's too late, 
It long has been, *tis like, your Whoring Fate ; 
Then all the Courſes ever Sodom knew, 
Ot pocky Jilrs, light on your Race and You ; 
Inflam'd by Luſt, imay you with Paſſion move, 
And have the Pox return'd inſtead of Love ; 


May 
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May you with ſtinking Breaths paſs unador'd, 

And Breath a fulſome Clap at every Wotd ; 

May Dreams diſturb by Night, & Whores by Day, 

And ravenous Shankers eat yont fleſh away ; 

I May Sores without, ahd fervent Heat within, 
Conſume and waſte away your loathſotne Skin 5 
May you be fo Debaucht, fo vilely Lewd, 

'Till grown 6 great, Luft cannot be renew'sd; 
"Till ohe fad Ach expels anvther Pal, = 
And Claps in circles meet with Claps again; 
'Till Stone, and Gout, atid Stranguries conmhd, 
Which to 01d-Nick yout luſtful Soul ſhall ſnd; | 
he Haulring may you in Lifes dull Journey gp, 
Condemn'd to Stews above, and Hell below ; 
May bawling Bawds aboat your Dwellings tvame, 
And all your Spurious Ifſue hautit your hone ; 
Having ſpent all your Wealth in Leachety, 
May you unpittied on 4 Dtinghil die ; 
May all theſe Curſes, and Ten thouſand more 
3 [{hanall che angry Gods have it! their ſtore, 
Light on you ; then thay Darted Vengeahce cone, 
ith hoarded Bolts of Wrath to raiſe your Tort. 
ods! why ofer Nature did you take ſuch Care,  * 
» making Women exqully Flr? 


- 


ay Why 
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Why build you dazling Altars like the Skies, 
And do provide no better Votaries _ 
'Than Men ? Laſcivious Men ! whoſe luſtful frown 


Spoils all that's fair, and pulls what's Sacred down; 
Will all enjoy, and Married be to none, 


Though Nature diQates only to uſe one. \ 
In broken Language Beaſts by pairs do prate ; 
The cooing Dove bills but his ſingle Mate ;. 1 


But Man, unbounded Man ! Attempts all ill, 
His Luft is grown as Boundleſs as his Will; 
That Name call'd Hwbazd is of Terror full, 


The State Uneaſfie, Melancholy, Dull ; 2 
The Kennel, Kutchin, Oyſter, rampant Whore, N/ 
Before a Wife, 's the Creature they Adore. ” 
What Sot would wander, that has by his ſide w 
The Powerful Charms of a Smiling Bride ? I 
Cool as the coldeſt Night, and Chaſter far 

Than Anchorets, or Veſtal Virgins are ; Bu 
Whoſe equal Loye, do's equal Heat Inſpire, A 
Prompted by Kindneſs, not a baſe Deſire ; M 
In whoſe Embraces gladly paſs away Ai 
Whole tedious years in but one Halcyon day. Sc 


Fate Favours him, that makes him ſpend his Life, 


Doom'd to thoſe Golden Chains, to pleaſe a Wife, 
| To 


Cy 
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To.the Memory of 
FOHN OLDHAM 


wW” Ho great Primce, or greater Poet 
es, 
He ſpends his tears in vain, who vainly 
Cries. | 


All, ſoon or late, Life's glimmering Lamp bequeath 
Unto the Fatal Puff of gloomy Death : 

Mark yon bold Mortal now, that threats the Skies, 
How ſoon he's Born, and how ſooh he Dies! - 
Whilſt we of Life and endleſs pleaſires prate, ' / 


Death whets his Scythe, abd haſtes the Sands of 
ate : 


But ſure our Oldham ſhould his ſtroak ſurvive, 
And to th' ungrateful Ape his bleſſings give: i 
Much better Fate freſh Laurels would beſtow,  -. 
And kindly took him from his toils below. . © - * 
Scarce can the greateſt Cowley get from me - + * 
A praiſe, when'thy immortal Verſe I ſee ; '! - 
Crathew and Cowley both did live in thee. 

Let 
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Let the dull Fools admire the golden Ore, Ye 
And Sy their pompous boaſts be always Ar 
oor : 
I in thy praiſe immortal Notes will prove, Bui 
Such 35 I whilame: wrate in Mirth and Love. |}! 
Ah! would to God I had the Pen that wrote Shc 
Of all the toils the fam'd Achilles ſought ; Co 
Of all the valiant AQts that ere were done, Fre 
By brave King Priam, or King Priam's Son ; Fo 
The kindeſt Verſe that Princes Courts adorn, Th 
Or God-like Poers fling beneath the Morn, ; Th 
Each charming Note did with trye praiſe agree; | 11 
My much lov'd 0/4haw, ſhould be kept for thee, {Mio 
Phillis laments thy fall, and weeps, thee gone, || 11: 
And ſadly in her 4kove fits alone ; Hox 
$be vows, no more the wonted Song ſball pleaſe, BH 
Now you, bleſt Man, your joyful: Notes do 
goeake : uk 
She hates the giddy Crowd, the noifke Town, 
And on forge baleful Groio fs her dawn ; : & 
Bites her xed Lips, and tears her aubourn Har j the 


She counts wild Ereqaie, and, as-9ad, Deſpair 3: 
Let Defarts be my; liome, in,Caves my Bed: ; wy 


Fer the fad: Yew, the. Gtycs, adora'py Hed; 


Yo 
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Ye wieldy Satyrs my companions be, . . 
9 And in 3hb Shady. Gronty' conie: Inidaan- wich 


me. 
But how: ſhall I, bleſt Soul ! niy grief, exproſi, / 
Whoſe mournful accents ave canfin'd w Varkt. | 
Should I, like Niobe, a Stone become, 
Cold as thy Grave, and ſenſeleſs as thy Tomb ; 
From hence no praiſe could to thy worth ariſe, 
For Fools in Monuments out-do the Wie : 
Then take what Nature gaye me, laſting Verſe, 
The ſolid glory of a Shepherds Hearſe. 

- [rue real Wit did Cowley's Statue rear, 

&, {More the good Muſes than the Monarch's care ; 

e, | Tis ſtupid Meviws mult the Laurel wear. 

How well won'd Laurels have adorr} thy Head, 


& [Whoſe Grave is now with mournful Cypreſs 
lo ſpread : 
_— ppier Soul ! from Life's dull buſineſs 


. 
F 


rec from the nauſeous world we daily ſee ; 
Vhat are the Joys of which our Calles boaſt ? 
\nd what the toilſome pleaſure thou haſt loſt ? - 

hat *mongſt us buſic Mortals could'ſt thou find, 
But Seas of Sins to drown an honeſt mind ? 


To 


14  MISCELLANIES. | 

4 Pj 2 numerous 5 
Rey 1 NL! tri Bagdayou 
T +16 - 16 be than tedious Death ; 
Wou'd a worſe Fatigue #7 
' "This Air is too polluted for __— 


MMCE LANIER 


Memory of the Right Honourable 


THE 


EARL of ROCHESTER; 


Eaſe, Poets, ceaſe, you are wndone z 
The Muſes deareſt darling Son 
Is to the bleit Elyſium gone; 
If Poets have in Heaven aboad, - 
There he'll commence a happy God : 
Toff For fure ng Earthly Star cou'd ſhine, 
With ſuch a luſtre, ſo Divine. 
Oh! Had I trembling at thy Death, 
Stood to ſuck in thy parting Breath, 
That charming Philtre, which could prove 
The ſource of Poetry and Love. 
Ah! who ſhall Paint thy Paſſion right ? 
That laſting Torch of eridleſs Light, 
What manly force thy temper ſway'd ? 
Yet guitle as a Love-ſick Maid: 
© Vahappy | 
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Unhappy I, by ſeltconceit, 

By Fooks- applauſe, 'and Vulgar Chear, 
Thy Fancy ſtrive to imitate. 

Let me, Ah let me! but preſume, 

From thy gay Wings to pluck one Plume ; 
How would I bruſtle then, and ſpread 

My Feathers on the Muſes Bed ? 

But how dare I approach thy Shrine, 
That's Sacred all, and all Divine : 

Yet ler my lefler Fire burn, 

And be attendant at thy Urn ; 

'When Orpheus, all lament and cry, 

And ſenſeleſs Stones, why ſhould not I? 
Under yon Beech but ”rother Day, 
Young Philecles and Cloris lay 

To hear thy Pipe, and hear thy Lays, 

That ſhorter made the tedious. Days. 

But now as much they grieve and moan ; 
The Lord Adonis dead and gone. 

Lov'd Silver Thames, ſo fam'd in Song, 
With groaning ftreams docs glide along : 


Dropping like Tears, its Waters fall, o_ 
As if it avppt thy Funeral. 
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IlWhen I the fair Corinzs ſee, = 
I grieve, I ſigh; to think on thee ; 

But more T grieve when I periſc 

The Bawdy flaſhes of thy , Muſe. 

This to the Publiſhers was due, 

Not Licens'd and Allow'd by you : 

But the lewd wretches took the pain 

To at the Bawdy LeQtures o're again: 
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() ÞD E. 
I 


TJ Ard by the/Scenes of Cruel Fatc 
| The. neighb'ring Groves o're-ſpreadi 


bougls, 
The diſcontented Ce/r2 fate 
Bewailing her unhappy Joys : 
Ah fairhleſs Swezin, ſhe cry'd, have I 
So LoY'd you then ! 
Melting my Soul in Ecſtalie, 
A Paſſion I ne're thought could die. 
Ah faithleſs Man ! 


FL. 


How vain then are the fweets. of Love ? 
How weak the pleaſure it allows ? 
Since diſregarded are above, 
-——* Palfe Oaths and broken vows. 
A thouſand times he ſwore by Jove 
He'd Love me ſtill : 


[ 
[ hi 


3 
("T6 
n 1] 


[ he 


\mor 
ind ] 
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Fic call'd upon the Powers above, 


1d all the Deities of Love, -—-- -- --- Gon 
To prove bis Skill. 


_LIL ——_ 
Thea. gently thgs. he WS, mp Dear, \ i 
[hou that excellTythe aphian'Queen, [41 
re I untrue can prove, the Year 
n laſting. Froſts ſhall ſtill be ſeen. 
'et he's untrue, while Celia dies 
By baſe. deſpair : - 
Vith moans ſhe rends the yielding Skies, 
lixing her undiſtinguiſh'd bghs 
With common Air. . 


Jin 


I'V. 
\1 think, Ingrate ! upon. the Plain, . 
[ he pleaſure we, once happy, had ; 
Vhen thou wer't ſtiPd, the Lovely Swain, 
nd I was calFd the Beautcous Maid. 
Vhen after Death you ſhall repair, 
» The Shades to ſee, 

\mongſt the Troops of all the Fair, 
ind Lovers Ghoſts, youll find none there 

TOEDORINE 0G :T a3 uh 

+ Hd... 
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THE w 
A 
Te Catch. | 
n 
A 
Friend of mige, pp I did follow W 


A Cart and Six, with Brandy fraught ; J Ar 
We fate us down, and up did ſwallow JF Ar 
Each a Gallon at a;draught : W 
The ſober Sot can't drink with us, 
May kiſs coy Wine with Taztalus, 


Tc 

IT. |. hos 

With Mufick fit for Serenading, Ou 
We did ramble to and fro; W, 
Then to Drink and Maſquerading, 'M 
'Till we cannot ſtand nor goz _ To 


One Leg by Batch was quite lamed, 
Tother Venus had detarned. bl 
Iz. 
At the Tavern we did whaslt it, 
#8 full Fipes did eanpey drags © 


MISCEELCANDM SY x 

_ +} We eat Pint-Pots inſtead of Bisket, ____ 

—Þ and pid *em metred onragain ———— 
We beat the Vintoer, Aifg'S his: Wifec) 7.7 
And kil'd three Drawers in the” ſtrife. LL LY 


} G 
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And to make our valour known, 
We call'd”em Fops, and [illy Cullies, TT 
+ [And kno:kd the foteniolf of em down : 
| And with praiſe to end the;Fray,. A 211:t.i0 
We, like good Souldiers, ran: away, :*\\ | 
V. | 
To the Play-Houſe we deſcended, + +... 
For, to get a. grain of Wit, $2. 
Our own with Wine was ſo defended. 
We fate ſpuing in the- Pi, CITIL 
'Mongſt Drunken Lords and Whoring Ladies, _ 
To ke ſuch ſights whoſe oaly Trade is. i 
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HYPER MNESTR.A 
LINUS | 


The ARGUMENETF.. 
Danaus, King of Argos, had by ſroerl Wivet 
* Fifty Daughters; his Brother X.;yptus as many 
Sons. Danaus refuſe ing to Marry his Dau ry rs 
to his Brother's 'Sons, "was at laſt compelled 
«n Army. In revenge, he commands bis Dau ugh. 
ters each to Murder ber Husbaxid-an the Weds 
ding Night, Atl d but Hypermneltra;, 
who aſſiſted her Hyehand Linus to cape, for which 
being afte rwaras | In priſoned, and pat in _—_ 
ht writes this E 4 ite. 


7} SE wards I would have ſpake, your 


v%. we A A. jw qi;?EOCKN OO ww 


haſty Aight 


Would not| allow, here trembling, loe ! 
] write ; 


T thank the Fatcs, that do the time afford 
To Way! Pen before uſe my Sword ; 


»&. HA }”© 
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__-/FTo make the Tragedy well undeeſtood, - - 
—» {1'll write the Epilogue in wreakiag Blood,, -.. 
/Fſhat when my.-Fame a| bloody: Wife ſurvives ; 
A reſery'd' by me my much. loy'd Linw lives.  : 
The dead of Night that favoyr'd your Eſcape, 
Shew*d me pale Fear in its moſt ugly ſhape. 
Why are the Deſtinics ſo cruel grown? 
/ {But newly Married mult we part ſo ſoon ? 
| Why from Embraces do we make ſuch haſt ? 
This the firſt Kiſs, and.mult it be the laſt? 
wet | Sarce werg.yau gone, but in, my Father came ; 
any þ His Eyes ſpake Terrar, and my Siſters ſhame ; 
4 | Turning his raging Eyes about, he ſpy'd. 
þ The Sward uaſheathed, and:bloodleſs by my ſide. 
ea | Docs Linw live ? he ſaid, why is not he'©/ 
ck | Silent in Death as/all his Brethren be? - ©1-- 
», | He: vow'd that Iwas to my Sites diſgrace, | 
"| And ſwore thar Iſhould die'iaLizes place, 
'Tis true, my Siſters have their Husbands ſlain, 
''F Andonly I rhe guiltleſs Wife remain : 
e !] Let my dread Sifters in their fury rave, 
| And make the Marriage Bed a diſmal Grave; 


4 


Who 
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Who can with wirelenting Eyes deſire, H 
To ſee their Husbands by their ſides-expire, | 
And make the Marriape Forch Funeral Fire. I Sc 
Can T more fierce thari Wolves of Tygers prove; | T 


In that foft Bed, which was delign'd for Love ? / 
Can my weak Hands lift up the pointed Steel, || T 
Againſt that Breaſt ? Can I a Husband kill? "I B 
Whileſt he, poor innocent, does fleep ſo faft, | T 
Muſt wake no more; but flamber our his laft ? || F 
Let fata] Lovers their ke:n Pontards rake, F 
Ando themſelves their bloody Vengeance wreaks || T 
Yer fame ſhar't fay, with unrelertting Steel, © © 1 

| 

A 


Sad Hypermemeftrs did her Husband' kill. 


How my cold Limbs with - trembling Ferrot 
ſhook, 


When in iny Hond che Fatal Sword I wok ? 1 
T held it, o're thy Breaſt, aun'd at thy Heart ; I 
But mine, alas! did only feel the finart. 1 
My trembling Hand rtade me the' Body miſs, . || x 
And for a deadly Wotitnd I gave a Kils. K 


Muft fatal deeds appeaſe the angry Skies ? 

A Husbands Blood?s too dear a Sacrifice. 
Good natur'd Man ! he meant no Death for me ; 
Shall I both Cruel and Unconſtant be ? 


Had 
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Had I been nurſt in ſome wild Defart place, 
Srrung of a eto or a Tygers Race ; 

So thayin er {co 
"| The genie bas þ, 
| i from the Marriage Bed might bear away 
» | The guilt of thoſe thay do-their Husbands ſlay : 
"| But you, kind Heavens ! have given me a Soul, 
Thas Malice can't __ nor\Fraþd Gantgroull; 
| Fixe as'your Bolts, irnever ſhatt renwve- © 

' | From Rules of Honour, and from Laws of Lave.. 
&*: | Though the keen Sword preſent unto my ſight, 

'[]-The coming Fartbrs of HetrthF Night ; 
I ſtill will hve my Linas deareſt Wie, 

ot | And thank the Face that rids me:of my” Life. 

| And rid, my Def, #f you cfithte'ts Bear 
Theſe adder Groans the raging Scocadf, bear : 
If once this Letter be ſo bleſt to come 
To you! Abodde;; your mickactdly, Home, | 
Ri the latnenting Paper) and then-thake | 
Some mournful Qbſequies for your Wife's ſake. 


$ong> 


. 
*. "Naw 


CORINNA 
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Ly 4..1:: {8 
4 tt lw 
ob | | Pe 
CORINNA |: 
& 9 | 
| | | "A 
PHILOCLES:- |: 
ip I 
: HTM fe. 011 oe ib 
The ARGUMENT. A 
IL 
Philocles, « Swaix o Sicily, ulling is Love with the 
be anteous _— "I F ful of rhe Plain (after X 
Mutugl Vows of Conſtancy). gets ber with Child, || & 
and then flies into Scythia ; w rewpon ſbe writes, 
him the following Letter.” | | ( 
, - \ 
thee, Dear Phitoates, to thee Þ. fend;  f| 
The much /abus'd| Corinzd's| faithlels 
Friend,, - | 


Scythie, a Santtuary ſure allows 

For broken Oaths, and unregarded Vows. 
Ah, perjur'd Youth ! to leave thoſe deareſt Arms, 
He once confeſt were mere Circeas Charms ! 


6 oi . 2 RY" 
Wc. % 4 \s «ll 
4 NIE __ "4 TY gu 
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; Cat at my/ Feet he: oft. ens. 
While growing Love did turn to. Ectaſie : . 


Penfive he look'd, he-groan'd, he-breath'd forth 
ſighs; .. 


Sad was his Heart, and languiſking his Eyes. 


Grown Drunk with gazing, he would reeling 
ſtand, 


"| And; drown'd in Raptures, kiſs my charming 
Hand ; 
)* | Then all in Paſſions, by the Gods he ſwore, - 
I was: his Saixt, and me he would adore. 

Before our Friends he unſeen looks would take, 
And undiſterned aſſignations make : 

Duty to them would make him words refrain, 
But's Eye made Love in a fr nobler ſtrain. : 
His Eyes grown languid , did foft Vows im- -- 

part : x 

(The Eye's-the natural Index of the Heart) 
Yet after Vows and Tears he Faithleſs proves ; 
The juſt reſult of our too: conſcious Loves. 
When to the filent Groves Corixne hues, | 
Thoſe guilty - Scenes of our once dearelt joys ; 
Here I can find no ſweets, nor woated caſe, 
But ſadly moura- my abſeat Phitocles. * 


"_ 


vm veoY a. 


wo 


| Down 


Jo OELCLANIBS 


Down tv the ſpreading Beech I go, xwhoſtboughh || 
Have oft bore wines of our mutual Vows: ' £( 
There ſee oor names'wpon the paler Rind, 1 
In Amorops Characters together joyn'd: A 
By. annual growth, the Names now diftant ſhow ; || 
Ah ! muſt the Lovers be at diſtance too ? V 
6 
A 
A 
V 
A 


Relentkfs Fate! jn vain'do .Mortals grieve, 
And chide at Deſtiny they cann't retrieve. 
Who could have «hought our joys fo freſh and 


green, | 
So hig with Love, had eyer-Mortal been ? 


Uninterrupted ſweets ran rowling by, V 
In boundleſs days, like vaſt Eternity. 
No hours big with [fate our reſt annoys, 


Nor ſudden change our unadulterate joys. bs 
Indulgent Nature ftrove with care to pleaſe * | © 
The lov*d Coriams and her Philootes : 2 


Whileft he the lovely Swain did fe and ſing, 

Bencath the pleafures of the blooayng Spring. | © 

The neighbouring &wains lay {ilent on the Plain; NF _ 

And Philome! did chant ber Lays in vain : 

Dawn - goes ns Pipe, and qualms pf Love come 
on: ? 


(Then Mixing "> and Kiſſes all in one) 
Hy: (Al 


cc 
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_ Ah ! tender Ayzph, he faid, was beauty given ; 
(Beauty the chiefeft Grit of þownteous Heaven) 
To die like yiddding Bowers before the Sun, 

And give no ſcent before its race be run? 

w; Ab! lovely Msftreſs of my kindeſt fires, 
Who in my aQtve Soul beger' defires; 
Bleſs with a fimile my melancholy hours, 

JI And I Eternally am ftiked yours. 

nd Ah! cruel fair One, fimile | and finiling ſay, 
My anxious days you will with-Love repay. 
And here I ſmiling ſaid, i(for who cold hold, 


When __ looks the -Heart's lov'd meſſage 
to 


* Know, Phacles, your Love I've always ſeen, 
« And e're this time it had rewarded been. 

®* } « With gazing Eyes I oft your form did view 
« When you were ſick I ſympathiz'd with you: 
« But, Love-ſick Maids will any thing endure ; 
" Reta the Phyſick , though they love the 


Cure. 
« But now I find, in vain I long have ftroye ; 
« Excuſe me, if I bluſhing ſay, I Love. 
« Take no advantage 'ore my weak replyes ; 
* In ſilence cheriſh a pyor Yirgins ſighs 


n; 


Thea 


>» 


il 
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Then here he {wore, by all the Powers Divine, N 
He wou'd be always True, be always Mine. 
But, Ah! fays he, How weak the Joy does prove, 
If we Rill reſt on that ſlight Thing, call'd Love ? 
Sighs are but Airy Blaſts, that move the Heart, 
And drive the winged downy Cupid's Dart. 
Killes are empty Prologues to the Play, 

And, like the Morning Dew, ſoon melt away. 

Ah ! tis Enjoyment muſt our Souls inſpire, 
And prove the Vigour of our Youthful Fire. 
Tell me, ſweet Maid, How bleſſed Vemes ſped 

With all the Pleaſures of the Genial Bed, 
When ſhe Adonis drew unto her Breaſt, 

And, with ſtola Joys, the Youthful Lover bleſt? 
This was a better ARt, and pleas'd her more, 
Than, o're rude Hills, to fee him chaſe the Boar. 
If Languid Looks were all Love's Myſtery, 
The Dead, in Tombs, might court as well as we, 
Yield, Beauteous Virgin, ere the Time comes on, 
When nought but the Deſire ſhall freſh remain 

Ere fumbling Age ſhall ſoberer things perſwadey 

And you be call'd that hated thing, Old Maid. | 

Yield, yield, I ſay.—-+But here I ſtopt his Speech, 

And, with alluring Words, did him beſecch, 

Nove 


= 


ky) 


"cy Never againtharimpicus Paſſion narne;” \-- 
$0 viſely great, and ſoadultfrous flanie;”") 5727 
ove Se pPrayor gin 07pm cannot ny "e 
ve ?Frhus the Almigtity Gods will angry bez-! 
Tt, FAnd ho cid tevtlre MndilaDaebt, m__ 
h ! Mention/ndt the Gods, 'hefays,” —_ 
[n amorous ſports do paſs whole years 
'* [No Mortal here on Earth, or God above, * Sy 
| ſuch a Lecht'as Almiptty Jove. HT Pf 
reat rampatit Whores, Pink lewd ado "over 
d || . grown ol; ltr! 
nd "EINER " fron tis Thions 
ſt? Ma ſiggjinhderir fngs tive lindo phe; / 
6 never yet have wicked Lovers been; il. 71 
ar. {None but the guilry ſhould: ſament for Sins - 
ow-many ſweets we- loſe, and dear detighrs; 
hile the dull-Prieft performs the Nuptint Rites { 
nd Wy Chiliren grieve their Farenes mind, > ner 
ny cealibies when: Do On 


fappy Mew, whodidf gladly p prope; 


Heat ay nfo ans: 
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To toy with Conme'would fily crotp, 1 
When ſtorms had rogh't his Windy Sire aſleep. - 
For this ſhe ever ſigh'd; though ſhe did mqura * 
His tedious abſence, | and his wiſth'd return : 

But e*re I leave my MH{frreſs and my Deer, |: 
The Goa# ſhall come and ſhall inbabit here. 
Comedown, ” Gods, from nenirny 


e 
1 
Ju 

[ 

N 

( 


do.yn ! d | 
The pexjur'd Swaia is from his Mifris gone, TH 
And left a Teeming wretch to-ligh alone, 
Think, lov'd Apoſtate, how this tender Child, 
And his fad Mother you have thus beguil'd. | 
Metlunls his Infant voice docs ſereecung cry, 
In my laath'd Womb, his and my Miſery ; | 
My Childrbed Throes come on, yet I take care'/ 
Of ſceingthee, my Faithleſs Wanderer, let 
When drowhe Night comes on, all Creatures fly; ; 
To fwert vepole,' yer. refticis Bill ama 1. | 
. One Night the drouſic God came to my Bed, 
And-wath ſoft Gumber did my Temples ſpread : 
Senſeleſs I lay, as if I had been dead. | 
Juſt as ſack Lovers uk, a pleaſing Dream 
Came ſoftly on; ad forits lovely Theam, | 
Before mine Eyes thy faithleſs Image came. 


A ara ar 

fe phones, MT 

pc ALD pry a 

- $10d from ty Arms my pag 

| was aig ny rye, 

&#- al Gods! I ay, i this the bl yep 
| 


chs the promis Joy of Copids Love? 
Then grown diftrafted, in my rage I tare 
[he golden Locks of wy once lovely Hair : | 
f Vhil't in my diſmal Breaſt fear meers with fears; 
waſh my Lilly Hands in britiy Tears : 
'Kou may belicve't, my Eyes are watry (till; | 
Pod, while I wrice, upon my Paper fpill =» 
> Fheir liquid Juice : A Juice well known to me; 
ex ſuch as Lovery neyer care to fee. 
Why doT weep, when wor iy paſt relief; 
i oe theres 6 ran pleite fradd hy poke 
is vain to ſfieak to Wopds and Rocks, "ths vaidk 
 £ Focry to thee who 're harder; perjurd Swain :. 
16 read theſe Lines, read 'ern as ſent by ris 


ie only Legacy I leave to thee: 

at Liberty you tone; 
ink onthe retchedNymph you've lee hs 
D s 
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And whap tow Mguntaing VOY FEPAL'o fray 


Watt on | poor Corings here, t v6 61 
this's, Froſt, and Snowy gil 


Anda all the Night rn mych e's abſence mour 
Thy _tarter "d *Flocks ie moaning % ore the He! i 


3} Apreyto greedy Wolves, and Pirte Swain 

Thy lowing Herds, 'by thee once lov d io gf 
In  bqarſer moans their Maſter's abſcnce tell : T » 
Scorch'd 'by the Summers heat, while theſe expin . 
T die, I die, by no ks ſcorching fire. , 


7 

If to this, Country,you f ſhall chance to cortie, | | '% . 

And view ag agamn your 1 melancholy home, ' 

Here Here youll behold your c dear Corimna's Tomb A 

Then tomy Tomb: one tender figh commit, yu I » 

Valeſ your pare be ; : Srown as. hatd as "of tf - 

T Thes wrt © po my ' Tomb, my.Gholt rappea fu 
Fri & The =D Mg by Philocles.. &, * " 
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A Ar WD 5b gojmpSoaldlerj do thewa2 
Leave harmleſs Combats, Love's tumul- 
ag. on rus ; 
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Can you 1n Winrer-Night more Kiky oft , 
On NE POIs þ 
A greater Bliſs, my Mars, it cannot A 
To Fight with Q«/f, nd Jap rf) : 
pr pw at; 16 Os tat N 
B 
Q 
Y 


75 fu? Ik ſoa Jute pub 

York: dedteſt Miſtreſs, bid wn 
Did you bur know the Fears that vex my Mind, | 
You woull] hf ht Well whald, bgdgnk: F 


beets hs abs by Qaiiains Bare \\Y 


x ewone!'s yuo th fight ut $217" jg wt 4 
1 Tegan the Fight '« Rightfal Woman fed. "3 

Ol be) Liv. Man, «ety tes Yawry® 
T mover then Tt fl froth 4ſ#s Pons 
I grant all this, yer. Qallengs. you, co.anſh<« 
Did yout'ss {now a Wei ove 6 walls fx 
To me, when Young, my Nurſe would okeq ay T 
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Noble Ambition dbes dttedebs Fairgoois ©: 
And kanidfors"Tadjes fill: peifintiproous. ac';-), - 
But my Profiayprivn, ſlreh3 wotr'cab:iblane ;- | 
} Þ| or cermeny Loving | an inkieiont Flames. | 
No -Magick Spell; -or  Philtye's 0 'E-phove; / | - 
By which Zfrlve-gor | heri Ja/ons Loveno\: | 
Our ſofteſt Joys: no HhlrxSerpenes yi 31 
You, « with- 9%. rang no'e-plougtoitwBlincy 
Eield,. ., i Wfuo4 1658 not evil bn! 
| 'Tis ro my Epes, ay fd Copa 
Yours fixt on Man fwreny hav dmc 1 
Then you were kiad,: and. caſic to. forge; |: 
ix. [1 value not. your Wealth, nx yon in wt 
\x | Only retura the Love. I gave, again- : ,- -, 
'* | The -Rabble ay, 1 with your Foes accord.; 
betray your Govntyy, and betray my, Land; - | 
Witnebs, ye Goils how I have kaprmg News; 
My plighted Qarhs, and all-my Faith allows 2. 
Witanfs yeScencr of Joy, that: we tave, ferns) :. 
That I atn Tri; ad fil} tnve Conſtant been 
8 True to your Bod; Why then ed pres 


> Fate 2 
=] Perſwade you, I am falſe ts 299? 
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" az MISCELANINIEN! 

They 10 Lowe's Qreleq {hould peyitheir duc; L 

And tatheir:Lordsbe Gtnltn fall, and: Tru, + 
Fic, An:howy.!' Are theſe your Vows? You ſwore) 
By yaur deatl Sire, whoſe Image then youu bote 6/4 
You {wors, you did, \that I ſhayld:bear the-ſway 51 
Your Heaxt-was mine;and Me-you wpuld obey; (0) 


Vemtitliog Batzers you wich Hopes of -Fame; ,- «7 


And fays, From War you'll raiſe a laſting Ntme* | 
Bids you take noble Wat for rifty*Pdkoes 0 41 


And Firkds of Horwout" for (00 aernry $4 g 
Feel TuntRage, "Ind Fove's iniportaiit Tie ;\" 
His blueft "Thunder, and his paleſt Fire. py 


But yet, How light docs Fame and Honour oy 
Put in the Baflance with ommortel Love? in) 
Love, *2r Whoſe Altars mighty Monarchs fall;-- ;T 
And read Love ought to'bear Ray? in all! 

Let Son hliers 'Fight; and Tyrants Kings pins) the 1 
And greatly firutt'amongſt the 'Mattiat Crey'y/ 
In Gonquer'd Fields their Moniments tnay rail 
And Whie'in Bloody Letrers all their Praiſes: 
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Can-yau/ x predterBankirts Goomurk living v70/4 
Than: that abcady. au have gograQueatet 11107 
And were chora Quetiy,id eduld deſpildq 107 
Youy gawdy:Showsg':and Rainepzallamuiegc.l if 
I to my Native Splendor could repeat ; 
For Pageant Pomp does {till attend the Great, 

; 'Tis Love that makes me aft the Things I do ; 
67 | Makes me demean my ſelf, 9 look-Da You, 

: *Þ 1 Gwhen in £g1pr) had a Thouſand Hyes" 
When TI upon the Silver-Cyd#os Row'd, | 
You on the Shoar, How ſolemnly you bow's ? 


I mark't your Motion to the Neighbouring 
Grove ; 


k:Bnrd Tiſtrated, all confus'd with Love. 
With longing Eyes upon the Shoar you ſtand, 
And prels, among the Crowd, to ſee me land. 
[ entertain'd your Paſſion, Loy'd you too ; 


a_ Heaven knows, advanc'd more than z my | 
ue ; y, 


I herilti's al your Love *wixe Hope 
For Cleopatra then was Ceſar's Dear; 
Yet leaving him, to your Embraces run ; 
o7 499 focdly fought the way to be undone, 


Now. . 
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Now youll leave te amiddt my Envious Focs 3. 
Your ſelf w Dangers, and to Boath- expuie:: 1 
Your plighter Oats, and Faith you bear away 3 
If Love won't da, thee I coramand' you, ſtay. 
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Should*ſt thou a tho 
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*Twould giv egry; $an] no reſt. 
He the bold 1a water aws : 


o foes Jed «IL 11 


 Weallerfqon or late; muſt paſs. 
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All he Linh Fries In Aide 


An: Barels Gen 0-1 
From the baſe Rabble to the Court ; 
From Plsſb and Erminslto the homely Robe, 


F Muſt all deſcend eg to Cher rpp's Boas, andiba x 
1 Waftzd Ih , No puter. 
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Down has wr rage uy agabh 803 
| ET Waves muſt row, 

To Car abbei 7 
Where Danaw wicked race 


_—_— it 
And Sy/phus dock OB ALETÞ 
In endleſs mw alone. 
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To thy dear ſiriling Wike halt bio 
Nought of thy ſhady Groves 'with' th 
Bur the ſad © eſs, that does "indur 
Thy«no & Heir with joy 7 Thatt 
All thbu Jidft fave; aha FE flik 2:08, > | 
And waſh the Stones with better Wide * 
Than that which makes the "Bibops ruby Noſes 
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Ne fit antille tibi air pudoris. 
| Nanthia _ ws 
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fove a Setving-Maid no Sin cat be ! 

+ Servants 9.5 in Love we froe. 
| The rough Achilles fell. in Love 
With the white Skin'd Briſcis, and did prove 
Her humble Serveut, gage her lofty Lord. 
The $on-of Te/awony fo fam'd in War, 

His Feeale Slave ador'd. 

A Girle fair 

Was all the great Atrides did eſteem, 
Of all the Wealth and Viiories got by him. 


I 1. 


' How cankt thou tell but that fair Philli may 
Be born of as noble clay 
As that which makes thoſe Pageants we callK;g#t 
Thou know*ſ not but ſhe ſprings 
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From a great Regal Line; Wd 
And weeps becauſe the Gods have cait her down: 


Believe ine, Phdedas, ſhe Wberves a Clown, 
She needs muſt be Divine ; Dn 
She, who no breath of Oachsdid exer know, - 
Who for an honeſt fame could wealth for-go, 
Muſt necds of ſome high Parentage be born. 
IT, whom Age goth ſeize 
With its incurable Diſeaſe : © op þ 
I, whoall. wanton wiſhes ſcorn, \ , j 
Admire her Face, her Arms, and every Limb, 
Ants wane 
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[hen the i i cap nought, eſpic 
t Sea and Skie,. * 

Per ih the large. Tergn Waves, I! 
te dns Mes y the Day ; 

The waining Moon no Light does give, 
The guiding Lamps of Heaven are gone away ; 
Then the poor Merchant prays the Gods to live; 
Peace, cry the Thracians, lame with War, 
The Medes as quiet as their Quivers are, 
'Would be. But Peace, alas! is ſold 
Not fob rich gems, nor Purple, nor for Gold: 
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"Tis not, Oh Groſphu ! treaſures great 
Can make perplexing care retreat ; 
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*Tis not the Spears, with Horſes joyn%d, 
1+. | Remove the tumults of the Mind ; 
£1 FOr drive the buſie thoughts from off ones Bed; 
His Mite a Million is, who lives ſo well, 
2 NAs no baſe Fear moleſts his ſleep ; | 
7 3No great Ambition does diſturb his Head, 
2/ [Whoſe Board with homely Daintics doth excell, 
Above a King's deſire ; 
toff with one old Salt, that once did grace his Sire; 


ITI. 
Why for Eternal Pleaſures do we ſtrive; 
| In a decaying mortal life? 
hy muſt our ſtation be remoy'd 
From that dear Country once we lov'd ? 
& Why do we ſeek another Air, 
And leave our Native Land ? 
he change of Climates does not change our care : 
Vho aws a Nation can't himſelf command. 
are, from the ſturtly Ships won't keep aloof, 
Though they were all of Canon proof ; 
he Card, the Compaſs; Helm and all the Art 
That Neptuats briny Subjxefts know; 
'Perplexes the poor Seanians Heart : + 
B ery 
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oY MISCE L ANTES. 
Sometimes he dreads the Rock, and.then the Seas, 
And knows not where to go. \ 


Fear trips it faſter than frightn'd Hind, 
Flies with more haft than the rough Faſter Wind, 


To rob a Mind of Eaſe. AQ 
A 
L Vs 

| A 
He that. at preſent has a joyful Mind, - 
Ne're thinks'on what's to come : W 

He ſcorns to think on things that are not made, 
Without a Being are in Chaos kud. T 
What pleaſure can he find F 
To dream of fyrure-care, or think of future calc? Fr 
He keeps his pleaiant home, By 


And mixes his ſad thoughts with thoſe that pleaſe, 
None that the Gods have bleſt we lappy call ; 
For whom they happy made, was never bleſtiin all, 
How ſoon the great Achilics did to: Death 

Yield his departing Breath ? 

How ſoon Death took him hence, -| 

Who had Millions ſlew ? 
Soon did old Fythom bid his Houle adieu 
His ſnowie Hairs coy'd not their wearer ſave, 
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MISCBLEANTES- 
From the inexorable Grave : 
What is deni'd to thee, to me may fall by chance. 
V. 
Thou tell'ſt thy hundred Flocks of bleating Sheep, 
Art pleas'd when thy Sicilian Heifers low : 
No Muſick is ſo good, 
As Neighing Mares, that rattle through theWood, 
Thou in bright Tiflues, in deep red doſt po ; 
When the good natur'd Gods have given &; 
A Soul of Verſe, a Poets name, 
\  Y That's writ on the chief Pinnacle of Fame ; 
A Heart from all perplexing Paſſions free: 
Free from the Cowards cold, and Madman's HeaW 
But ſcorns the Vulgar, and contems the great. 
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HORACE and LTDIAP, 


IS ——— 


— 


_- 
0 


I \ 
Hen I alone my Miſtreſs did enjoy, 9 
When She was kindly free, not vilely coy A 

When no ſmooth Lad about her Neck didcling ; 

I vy'dia pleaſure with the Perſian King. 

T 
LTDIA. A 
When you no Beauty lov'd but only mine, T 
In 


And Lydia was nd ſlave to Chloe's ſhrine, 


MISCEEL ANIES. 53 © 
Then faireſt Lydia had a laſting Name, 
Preceded 1/ia in the rank of Fame. 

HORACE. 
The Thracian Chive now has got: my Heart, 
Sweet at her Lute, excelling in her Art : 


— | For whoſe dear ſake I joyfully would die, 
If I might gain the living Maid thereby. 
04 TDS4 
Calys, Ornitho's Son, a worthy Name, 
Scorches my Heart with no unequal flame : 


For whom I would a double Death enjoy, 
A. If Heaven would give me the ſurviving Boy. 


I HORACE. 

What now if Yen« ſhould the game retrieve, 
And Marriage bonds betwixt us two ſhould give ? 
If T ſhould hate fair Chloves Aubourn Hair, 

And ope? the Gate to Lydis, as my Dear ? 


ITDI AS. 


Though thou wert wilder than the raging Sca, 
And he as beauteous as the Mzilky-way ; 

Thou angry as the Seas that threat the Skie, 
In thy lov'd boſom I would live and die. - 
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ND why in red doſt thou appear ? 
Heavens ! how you look, and how [ gaze? 


Can you the Martial Livery wear, 
And with it tread the Lovers Maze ? ; 
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Though red and'furtous you are cen, 
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I'm fure youre white and kind within. | 
IT. g 
£2 - 
0 For you I figh, /I grieve alone ; ( 
bp Give me your Heart to eaſe my pain ; 


I'll kindly mark it! for mine own, 

And give it back to, you again : 

Free from times blot, my Name ſhall reſt, 
Enroll'd fo ſafe within your Breaſt, | 
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T. 
Ne! C5 on your Friends ! Why ſhould they 


interpoſe ? 
T never fought their Love : 
And if my Loving you they diſapprove ; 
You ſay, You Love, and you I tive. 
Baſe, awkard Sots ! 'T'o tell of Blogd and Name, + 
-And Titles, aud Eſtate, and talk of Fame ; 
Things not worth the having ; 
Of which Young Lovers never have a Thonghr : 
Though they by Fools are dearly bought, 
They are not worth the ſaving. 


I I. | p 


Wauldyq that Young tawdry Cockscamb wed, 

| Your Father ſo admires? os 

. Na; biad lim to your Waiting-Maid, - 

* , She's fit for his Deſires. FU} | 
| E 4 I grant 


as MISCELLANEES 


T grant him ſtore of Wealth, and T have none ; 


But yet my Wit will laſt, when all his Money's 
gone. 


Poor ſilly Fool ! |Muſt he my Riyal be, 
"Cauſe he's ſet off with gawdy Shows, 
Lace, Ribbons, and fine colour'd Cloaths ? 
And this 1s all his Equipage and Worth. 
T too will dreſs my Sword, and ſet it forth 
In the new faſhion'd Pedantry ; 
It ſhall make Love as well, nay, better far than he, 


in ITL 


Let the old Fumblers dote at home, 
And make long Baggs for whom they pleaſe ; 
In wanton Joys young Lovers roam, 
And Fancies crofles ſtill their Eaſe. 
Friendſhip and Love all Tyes will break, 
And will, from Nature, Licenſe ſeek. 
Why then, Dear Cez1i2, ſhould your Friends maks 


uch ado 
About your Joynture, and your Portion given ? 
Whuch, if once done, ere *tis obtain'd by You, 
Their Souls will be cither in Hell or Heaven, 


Net 
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' MESCBLUANIES. gp © 
Nee think of Wealth, and painted Joys, 


ys That pleaſe the Ms 2, and cheat the Boys; 


The fame to All's the God of Love; 
All Aﬀe&tions he does move ; 
Over all he ſpreads his Wings, 
þ Making Beggars equal Kings. 
Ne're from his | DiQates then remove ; 
But give your Perſon where you gave your Love, 


he, 
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\ \ FE! ; Celia's Married ! If ſhe be, I do not 
care, n | 
» . ] 
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| | Since ſome unmarried! are. 
I thought, at firſt, my Love could never die ; 
But now I had it otherwiſc. 
When Fuel's taken from the Fire, 


How ſoon the hotteſt Flame in gloomy. Darkneſs 
dies ? 


Smoak puts out Flame, Marriage Delire ; 
All things muſt wait 
The Revolution of their Fate. 
The Gods for us decree, and we for them obey ; 


They manage us like Engines, They the Firſt Mo- 
vers are ; 


We moye in a Circumſcribed Sphere : 


They make the Night, and They the Day : 
Fi 
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They manage Love;and Leagues command + 
—— || They make thoſe Vows above, to which we Mor- 
als ſet our Hand, | 


I I 
{1 
Did Celis chink, ſhe anger'd me, 
When ſhe forſogk her Vow ? 
No ; ſuch a Sot I ne're could be, 
To die in Love for You. 
Mad Men upon themſelves their Poniards prove; 2 
I am not Mad, for I am not in Love, 
Shall I in ſome dark Corner die alone, 
*Cauſe IT have loſt a Faithleſs One ? 
eſs | No, Madam, Thanks to you, my Heart is grown 
As hard as any Stone : 
And it has the AttraCtive Virtue too ; 
It draws a Thouſand Beauties to it every Day, 
| Clear as the Sus, and ſweet as May ; 
; And, in my Eyes, more Bright than You, 


not 


ITI. 
Now, Heavens be prais'd, I'm free ! | 
And thank my Msſtreſs for my Goal-Delivery, 


6 MISCELLANIES 


Like ſome poor Priſoner, from a Tyrant got, 
I'm ſurfeited with Eaſe. 
Sex-Shine of Beauty was too hot ; 
But now, being to the Shadow got, 
I find that Love was a Diſcaſe. 
Now ſhall I, as your Gallants do, 
Rail at her, that me forſaqk, . 
In whoſe Words I Pleaſure took ; 
- © Curſe her, cauſe ſhe is untrue : 
No; that's beneath a Man, much leſs a Lover, 


His own dear Love to hide, or Miſtreſs Crimes 
drifover. | 
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OU merry Virgins, mad Maids, 
Y Of buſic London Town, 
Abuſe the Country fad Maids, 
And every Ruſty Clows : 
nes Your Beauties all ſhall wither, 
You Babds and Whores together. 
For if your Painting 
Were but wanting, 
Where would your Beauty be ? 
Ei The Glances of your Eyes, 
By which you do ſurprize, 
Are all to Art, not Nature, due : 
7 All your Charms are untrue ; 71-- 
Your faithlefs Vows do with your Paint agree, 
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Here diehaeoca Lovers walk, a, 
y y Hard by the ghyding Brooks, and uy 
ling Springs, ' Fe 
And mournfully togerlngr call | Fa 
Of Love's vain Joys, and frawleſs Things : 
Here I once ſcorcht by Heat of Love and Day, & 


Cupid and Phebus both my Ruwg meant. 
I, chiding Fortune, . here expiring lay : S 
Alas! cry dT; What means {he now to do ? 
Am I her Prifoger, | aud her Exile too ? 
Come, Savage Tygers, come ! and quickly tear 
This dumal gloomy . Breaſt, 
By Tyragngus Love oppreſt ; . 
Come quick, and all. your cruel Torturgs ſhow : 
But, when you figd 1 my Heart,-I charge you, ſpary 
Her Image there, 
Though ſhe be crueller than you, 
' , And thus I cry'd'; 
And thus fad Echo ſoon reply'd : 
aqugny. 
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ma =—_— of Lover's Pain ; 
Poor wretched Mortal; thou haſt "9 87G 
Enough of fruitleſs Pain. : 
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They'ah che Gta 1 0! Bll abwn agal : \.._.. 
ys "_ I cry d; 3 S|cePs, wretched Mortal 


- BE be: 4 Al gets yy 
And ai is 2 = 
Co un ou be y ſcornful 


Soon. She muſt part from Thee, or Thoufrom 
Her.” 


See yonder Amorous Waters, how they ſport, - 
And the coy Bank, their Miſtrel, court ; 
And though they would in long Enbfaces iy, 
They only \kils the Banks, and glideaway:: '' 7 
Of Thee, my Dear, bur one! ſoft Sthile: Þerave;s - 
IE] BATON = omg. &. 
ve | hy 
< And thus. I:gry'd ; CN art F 
And thus {ad Echo ſoon Me rob 
Enough, enough of :Lover's-Pain ; : 
Poor wretched Mortal, thou haſt ſpent.ua vain 
Enough of fruitleſs Pain. 7, 
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LETTER 


T O A Bu 


| FRIEND > 


Bu 
Hanks for your Praiſes ! were they due, I Ar 


wou'd 


Pamper wy ſelf with Joy, and think 'citi | 


Loaden with Laurels for mine unknown Art, 
You paint me Great, although beneath Delert. 
But; if Mecenas had a laſting Fame, 

Becauſe the beft of Poets ws'd his Name 3 
Then Merit juſtly may to me belong,! 
Becauſe *tis ſung by your all-skilful Torigue. 
Oft have Fblam'd my Stars, that I ſhould be 
Plagu'd with this ſoft deluding Poetry + Ml 
This Charming Miſtreſs, that tas kept my Heart, 
Que from a Child, ping it mpegs od 
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From her glad-Fowntain I aan always fir 
A pleaſing Philtre to make Phific kind : 
For tell me that coy {aid could ever be 
Cruel, when urg'd by Charming Poeſe f 
WVerſe is the Poers Beauty, Wealth and Wit ; 

' * And what ſoft Yirgiz won't be won by it ? 

But, wearied with Deligtt, I always try 
Againſt this Spell to find a Remedy: 

By good Divinity I rhink to find 

A Soveraign Remedy for Sout and Mind : - 
But then; with Holy Flarhe, I trait do burn; 
And all 20 Hyaiss, and Sacred Anthem? turn: 

| van does waking Thoughts res 


And Guardian Aiigels wich our Souls convenſe;. 
To bulie Mortals is the ſkeeping Time ; 

[ dreani_ ard umþer all the Night ini Rhyme. 

, Then puzling Lagick next I take in hand ; 

- BBur this; Alas! can't Poefe withitand: 
Barbara, Celarent; I with Eaſe expres, 

Ard yoke rough Ergo't into. well-made Verſe ? 
My Faithleſs Lover's Sylogy/m tries ; 

I! by froue Lagich find their Folacies. 


f Theri 


& MISCELLANIES. 
Then Scheibler, Suarez, Bellarmine I get, 
And ſound the depth of Meraphyſick wit : | | *\ 1. 
Streight, 4n a fret, I damn 'em-all at once, Th 
And vow they are as dull as Zbarel or Dupce. fry, 

Credit me, Sr, no.greater plague can be, I cl 


[Than to be poiſon'd- with mad Poerrie : Ban 
Like Pocky Letchers, who have got a Clap, c 
And paid the Dot#or for the dear miſhap ; Fro 
But newly eaſed of! their nauſceous pain, Exc 
Return;to their wanton Sin again. Th 


Sq-Poets be they plague'd with naughty Verſe, N, ; 
They never value good nor bad ſucceſs: 
.Or be they trebly damn'd, they will prefer ſhy 
Their next vile ſcribling to the Theater, 

Welk might the Audience, with their hiſſes, damn 
The Bawdy Sot that late wrote Linberham : 
Bur: yet you ſe, the Stage he will command, 
Andhold the Laurel in's- polluted Hand. 

In ſlothful eaſe, a while I took delight, 

And thought all Poets mad that us'd to write." 
So long I kept from Verſe, I thought I'd loſb- 
My Verſing Vein, |and of my Fortune boaſt; '' 
Bur having: tryal made, | I quickly \found-| '/ 
My ſtore renew'd, |in numbers ſtrong and ſound. 
| | mY ' Wit 
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MESCBLUANIES: 6&3 © 
With eaſe my happy fancies:come and go,” 
As Rivulets do from Parneſſ#s flow.  ** * 
Then finding that in vain T fonghad try'd © 
The Poet from the Tatchin to divide ; 
I charming Poefie make my delight, 
| And propagate the humor ſtill to Write.” - 
Our new Divines do alter not one jor, » / 
From what their Tribe in older times have weot j 
Except, like Parker, to have ſomething new, 
They broach new DoQtrines, either falſe or true : 
GB Publick Conſcience, which for nought does pals, 
But proves the Writer is a publick Aſs; 
Who the new Philoſophick world have told, 
ave for a new but varniſh'd o're the old. 
But all Poctick Phancy can't draw dry, 
h” unfathom'd Wells of deepeſt Poeſie, 
ſhe Bifront Hill is always ſtout and ſtrong ; 
he Muſes.ſtill are handſome, always young, | 
he cleareſt ſtreams of Chryſtal Helicon ? 
Do o're the Pebles in ſweet Rhymings run, 


hy then ſhould you, Dear Sir, (that have pre» 
tence | 


0 the extreameſt bounds of Wit and Senfe) 
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> UrIceLi LANIES 
Lay - © aro your Quill and hald your Tur 


While al thy wine wank your pleaſing Song * 
Once more ranew thoſe Lays that gave delight, 
That chear the Day, and glad the gloomy Night: 
May with your dying breath your Verſes end z | 
Thus prays your conſtant, and 


Tour treeſt Frie 


 MISCELLANIES 


AA 4. 


ON THE 


7 
Who Died of the SMAL L-POX. 


TI. Des 2 TIS 
Dreadful day it was, a lowring UN, ... {2 
Nee apps'aack,s SIREN: 
When firſt 1 heard the Meſſage ready,,.; | 
11 The doleful Meſſage, thar my Friznd was dead. 
Weep on ye Clouds, weep va tillyou grow dry, 

At leaſt @s free from Tears @ L;,7; 

Who'd kvidh'd all my ſtock before, 
For Syhvov fled thr the'Elyfen Shove. * +1 | | 
a | F 3 II. Scarce E 


MISCEUCANIE'. 
IT. 
+ Kgarce was lov'd Sylvia Buried ; 
Scarce had! I 
Clear'd up my Eyes, and wipe 'd'em pot 1 
But Ide ! another Bill of 'Fate appears, G 
Black as the Night, and all be-dropt with Teart: 
Tt told, ( Oh, that I ne're had heard it told! ) 
How my beſt Friend was gone ; 
Howfpinnion'd, "like a Dov p{be fed, 
Ang r6ve the, beavtcous Ether; oh, 


Till ſhe had forc' c her paſſage to the Immortal 


© & a e © / % T1 
FANS GAs buoy 0 DELL [i i 


Hail, Sacred | Maidz for ſure we know, Th 
Thou art the Jame above =o RN *h 4 


7s 


ped 2 th thes ig; but ENV rt|gone, & 
| © ha Thatl We'ds to recompeace? 1:7 
Hol ſhall 'weithis impiety wtone ? 
268 oft have we blaſphem*d thy Name, 
"And: ſaid;JHe's humane: frame. *. 
Ab, die ew nad lane dull:at&of Senle,- - 
AM I, Th 


, 


"HISCEDLUNIER 1! 


7k. k.. 
k 
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IV. ot 


3% J1o 7; 
Tis true, thou hadſt a Body, but it was: 
_ Clearer;than tranſparent Glaſs; ..:, 
Through which thy, Virtue did appear-: 
he gawdy pleaſure of the blooming Year, 
Was never half ſo fais. 
h, ungeantile: Diſcaſc ! oakke herkadac 
Yo nabionvs e're.'t.cou'd one) 
The ſweets of :Wit, and: ſolid fruits 'of Senſe. 


tal | V. 


i 50 does ſome. God-like Hero walk among. 
The crowded prefling of the Mortal throng : 
Th illiterate crowd knows hot his ne Ay} | 
Or what immortal power brought -hinx Foeth : 
\ Secs nor, through homely weeds, his Souls aray ; 
* J Miſtakes his Heavenly Fiagzotie catnabelley, | 
7 8 Voprais'd, 'unenvy'd, for a time does :roam, - | 
7 © Till kinder Heaven does take the God-like = Mili 
ture home. | 


£ 


het 5 41-617; 


VI. 
$he, like a Comet, was but ſhawn; 
A beaurcous Comet in the glorious Skies, 
ld Ents T4 To 
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MISC rr Pe 
To tell the World the Events of Fate; 


7" 


St 
The falls of Crowns, and overthrows of State ; H 
But e're the Omens are entirely done, DV 
See, in the ark; the Ciotiftellation dies | B 
Too bright for More! Eyes w S476 upon, 

VII. Pp 

How foon the Good do ſpend their days? 
How faſt their downy hours pdſt albag? © | E 
The Bad their Monuments do raiſe, | | 
And fill their time with Mirth and Song. d 


Goodneſs and real worth one day can't give 
She from this lightſvine world: had never gone : 
aw2y, 
If ſolid Vitee could have br her fiay' NY 
For alb ghiat we call good or greas, i 
hn her aſtum'd a glorzous Seat; w 
Ahd with bar togy T doubt they went, 
Free 4 Peauls did thar firgit: png, 
vrir. | 


The Monſter Man logg ſince has worn out 
His rags of Yrtue, which he did retain : | 
In Goodgeſs wel, | ja n Viflinics grow four” 
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 MISCELLANIES 53 
Stupid he lyes, and: ſenſeleſs in his Vice ; 
He ſhar'd the Fall in Sin, but not in Virtues Riſe.- 
Woman alone does climb the Holy Hill ; 

But Man below remains a Deyil ill : 
They neve expeft in Heaven a room, 
Only good Poets and good Women thither come. 


I R. 


+ | Bleſt Maid! onoe more accept my tunelefs Verſe, 
| Which does in link't proportion not agree; 


No Poet ever trod this Path, no Woman ever 
 liv'dlike thee, 


ns | Rude and unthought, I muſt my grief expreſs ; 
'v Soft Words and tuneful Notes were here unfit, 
For Grief of Harmony cou'd ne're admit. 
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h of the Country. 
_ the Gity ; 
ed the tr 


Nym 


Corydon, A Shepher 


The, Cowes in| L6ve 


Dametas, An old Herds-man. 


Dawn, A wealthy Shepherd. 


I 1 


oO 
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Unfortunate | 
SHEPHERD | 


PASTOR AL ; 


Thyrft and Cordon. |. 
Cor. UR Flocks beſide yon? Mavunatain ; 
The naming Rwesc0 the cool ſhadows rune, + | 
And the ſos Lambs avoid the arching Sun. - 2 
Beacqth this Hayrihome Tres. let us G5 dawn 
And talk of pleafurns MET 99.11 E 


”” yv& The Unfortunate Shepherd : © 
For the ſame Fate. our .roving Flocks does' keep, 
At once does aid the Shepherd, and his Sheep. 
Thyr. There was time,indeed, when I cou'd ſing, 
With charming Notes could ſtop the haſty Spring ; 
Talk of my pleaſures ip the Myttle ſhatle, 
Where the gopd Shapherds/all ſupinely laid : 
Made a reſounding Chorus, charm*d the Wood, 
And, like lov'd Orphews, ſtopt the liſPning Flood. 
To entertain her honeſt civil Guelt, ' 
Nature her {elf prepar'd a pompous Feaſt : | 


Sleep from the Graſs we took, Drink from the 
Flogd, 


| (22uoe Babies from the Hedge, and Wildings from the 
* Wood. th Mi nnant 


© 

4 
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Cool were the days; our Heads with Ivy Crown'd; 
To each glad Swain a laſting Health weat round ; 
But now, Alas! my pleaſing Joy is fled, 

And Grief, teſiftlefs'Grief ! come in its ſtead. 

' Cor. Now by that mighty God, whoſe Blef- 
3 Augment the jolly Fold, our mighty Par ; 

If Love has made you fad, your cruel grief 
Shall from my follid comfort find relief. 

If hartfirl Seaſons have deſtroy'd,your 'Fold, - 

Half if my FA you ſervico rold,” | 
_ 
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The thriving os Ties about their Mothers bleat. 
No rave'nous Wolf of late has fill'd his Paws 


Sf with my young Lambs, or with*'emtry'd his Jaws : 
But angry Cupid Curſt be the Fatal Name ! 

\ || Has fir'd my Breaſt with an Eternal Flame. 

If Ah { why ſhould Shepherds ſuch diſaſters prove ? 


Why ſhould mean Swaias be plagu'd with meb 
ting Love ? 
Curſt be the Light, that uſher'd in the Day ! 


he F And Curſt theſe Eyes, that did my Heart betray ! 
J Ah ! Corydon, 'tis Love. 
Cor. Love [ct it be: hs » 
1; | 'Tis Love that makes us like the Deity. | 
|: | I know you 're young, in Lovers Art1 
What's one Man's pleaſure, has another k | 4 
You grieve for Love, which does my time deyour, 
f || And fills the empty ſpace of every hour. _. 
Were't not for Love, I'd quit this World below, 
And to the Tombs of ſenſelebs Lovers go: | 
If after Death we 're empty ſhadows made, 
Rather than not þ' in Love, I'l court a Shade, , 


$44 = 


Happy's 


Wy "The 1 NefVerwrite et. 
5 that Man, whom Love docs make its 


riend ; 

Dees in kis otive Ihiakt es gratle fire fad. 

Thyr, Wiſely you talk of Love, who never felt 
The flare fo long has in my boſom dwelk : & -/ 
Fandly to Love at the catreameft rate; 

And ta-receive again Diſdain and Hate: 
Wicnals, ye Heavens! bow oft have I fate down 
Qn the cold Earth, and ſadly griev'd alone. 

Sadly the Winds and Clouds above me fly; 

Bur neither figh'd or wept fo much as T. 
| 'The Floods thit nf&d in hollow murmurs groan, 
4 Slid ſilent by; and pitied my fad moan. 

[. The neighb'ring Philomel, late loft her young, 

Fills not the Woods with a more mournful Song ; 
But yet for all! the |toilſome Love Pve born, 

I meet with cold neg, and publick ſcorn, 

Cor. Diſdain and Hate the Lover oft does prove; 
Yet Hatred often turns to kindeft Love. 
Were ſhe a Goddeſs, and of Race Divine; bg 
Her lofty Head ſhould ftoop to Capat's ſhrine; 

I tell thee, Shepherd, ſhe wilt foon relent; 
And all her offer uo adage 
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She'll 
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qhe'l f_ hat Man the now diſdains to ,own.z.- 
And like an humble ſuppliant Ul Pann 
On Cupid's Altar, offer npa'Prayer; 1514! 26 
ett Þ 1nd for each angry Word; ſhell ſhed a Tear: 
' BBclieve me, Shepherd,” for'T well do know, | / 
The deepeſt myſteries of Love below 71:0; 5 
Full Twenty years its Sacred Books T'vertead,: 1! 1 
wi [| And of its force a long experience had! yi-l}'/ 
Truft then to Love; for ſure *twill-ne're diſflain,) 
So blithe a Shepherd, and ſo gHod 'a Swain: -1,: 
Thyr. Had you burt/ſeen; my. ' Corydon, hew tas 
an, 8 My cruel fair one, caft diſdain at me ; 
You'd ſink beneath the preſſure of the ky 
> [Nomorewith wonted Notes would fill the Plairt. 
8: flcher hard Breaft Diſdain at Anger ſtrove 3 | 
Juſt-Iike the" Ttrinder of Almighty ove, Ev! 4d 
Lightning flew from her ByGS, a Bolt ed; 
ve; and'in my pealive Breaft' it loudly roar'd: © 
Yah! who carl ffve, when angry Woman's Skill 
LF I Vith each difdainfiil Word?! can? ly kill? - yg 
I thought, when firſt |I faw:her,” ſhe had been, . 
A gentle. Nymph, companion of ithe Green 2 1899 
Goof Gods | Show.yell ſha Dupe 6? How lowſbe 


And gr YE to che gazing Crowd? 


Smil'd 
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Ti Wikre Wabberd : 
Smild” 6H ch torely Swatn, and look'd ſock 
'Þ Words, 
#3 As kindeſt Srrephon'to his Dear affords. 
Þ Who-obild imagine Laurels would þecome 
A ſcornful Nymphy/ Born at proudet Rome ? 
She boaſts her Worth, and Rome's exalted place;; 
Her high-born Blo6d, and Priam's mighty Race: 9 
Vilely ſhe makes a Virtue of Diſdain, 1 
And oaths the very name of Covntry Swain. k 
But yet, Alas ! I 'm doom'd to Love her till n 
| 7” "re led'not by your Reaſon, but your I 
| 1 
 AretherenotN ymaphs enough here of our own? 
What need have we'to court the ſtupid Town? | y 
From Stinks and Pride, ignoble Povertie , 0 
And all the Plagues damn'd Citizens do ſee, 
Good:God Almighty Pan, deliver me ! |. 
Take this fine Fool, has overcome thy Heart, ut 
And home to the inglorious Town depart: - ,: 
There tug thy Chains, thy painted Slaveries " 
Daxzon amd's Chioe 'ne're ſhall envy thee, 
Thys. Now kindeſt Fare toThiofrphurin Er”. 
I nOrs ſhall gal iy Love, yet fole thy Fiend | 1, 
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On me beftow your atigry Bolts in fore; 
No wrethed 'Mortal &re cou'd wiſh *im hee. | 


 Amoretts4 and Ephelia. 


Amor. Ho, Corgdan! did not T meet Thyrſis f 
Sure, I did ; and paler far -he look't, 
Than ſome dead Conps, that's cartying to its Cell. 
What means it, Corydor ? ; Is he in Lave ? 
. [His Eyes Jook'd languid,. and he walk'd along 
our | Juit like a ſhadow, or an.empty Ghoſt. 24 


Cor. How ſoon theſe Womea fiod out Love's 
Diſeaſe * 


> [ear Nymph! did not you feel his Pulte. 
Obſerve its\Motion ? 
Amor. By Pax, 1 did not! 


Car. Yes ſure; *is Loye. does grieve y:1 trou- 
bled tnind : 


i RefileG he Hes dt Night,” and all the Ddy, © 

© vich Groarts and Sight, te fills the wotitad Plains: 
"YHe *asdroke is Pipe, aid tute Forgot'ts Sitig 
* P There's tiougght of Miao Jeff in him' bur this Nitrle, 
Pan ner) v1 
Where arethe jolly Swains, muſt Dance ER 
gaf42d 2x20) the Vier SieT | 
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[ long iy 6b the mlb) Yoko, gabrip K 
And take their choſen Nymphs into their Hands. a 
But now we talk of Mirth, where's old Dameta, 


My good adopted Father ? | , 
Dameat 1s . PF. 


FOr 
Dax. Here I am ! 


I muſt confeſs, T *m Old and Feeble grown : 
But yer my Mirth and Age eucreaſe together : koh 
Winter has ſeiz'd my Brow, but yet ſome heat |}... 
Informs my aged Breaſt : and though it cannot Þ;.. 
' Melt down my Snowy Hairs, and turn *embblack; "W 
Yet I can Kiſs as well as e're I could, TR 
Fph.What! with thatBeard fo likea oricklyFurz', 
Sure 1t mult be ſome wretctthas bought her Grave, - 
And given Death its Fee already, that would take Yo 
Dexcalion's Grand Father to be her, Bride. 
Am. What pleaſure can it be to Wed a Lou 


er 

| Whoſe only. Exerciſe is Hunting Snails : 7 

A nd their dull nimble courſe {0 far exceeds - a 

Thy ; awkard Limbs,they've broke thy Rr WA wy 

Dan, \ Well -- I will give you leaye to: jerrf. | 
Ps ;. ME, tOO ; H 

For "is the property of your weak Sex 1k Kot 
Tc 


it 7 PO. AL. i g%7 


o laugh at Age But I would have you know, 
- (put rother day, I Danc'd if Damor's __ | 
"JAnd' leap'd quite ore the Threſhold. 
Eph. Had it any? 
Amor. Did not you tumble o're,and make tt paſs 
For a good Leap? 


Dam. Women and Fools are the worſt fort of 
Cattel ; 


6) head-ſtrang, { unruly, and fo proud ! 

ou ſcorn my grizly Hairs, my awkard Limbs : 

C Wot I muſt tell you, Nymph, I've been a Man, . 
X BCould Dance, and Sing a yolly Roundelay : 

(@ Ind though my Age has made me leave the ſports 
2 ict I deſire it till, and lobe to fer 

"OErhc bonny Youths and Wenches trip*t away 

ake ver the Green : You know not half the Mirth, 
he gladſome pleaſure whileome I enjoy'd. 
Here's. my Friend Corydon does know full well : 

' We has ſeen me Dance, old as IT am, and ſtogd 

' Itoniſhed to ſee my Comick ſport. 

Cor. By yonder Plain,T have! I've ſeen this Man, 


Er all his Age, Blithe as a Woman, Mervy:as a 
God. Tos 
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(Where loy'd C gif cuts its mind way) 
Encamp'd upon the/Plain, an Hoſt of Swains; 


T 
An Army, not defign'd for Martial Work, ' ſc 
But all for Love. [The amorous Ground C 


Gladly receiv'd us, and the hollow Vale, 

As if grown covetous of what we Sang, 

Lengthn'd in Echo's every charming Note, 

Each River-God rais'd up a downy Wave : 

On watry Chairs of State they proudly fate ; 

And view'd with envious Eyes our homely Joy. 

The River-Nymphs poep'd out their curled Heads — 

From amonglt the Reds, and funk them in - 
gain ; 

As if they griev'd to ſee, themſelves out-done. 

The nimble Satyrs all ſÞod ſilent by, 

Wondring to ſee {uch things more ſwitt than they; 

And raging beat, with their cloven Feet, the 
Grqund. 

You know not half the Mirth we Country Swains 
enoy. 

Dam. No; if they did, they'd prize me more. 
pol Sure, Father, what we ſay, we ſpeak 
We honour your Grey Hairs;by Pax, we love you: 
You are the Soul of Mirth, our only Joy, © 
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Dam. Then come, my F - 2% this day is 
Damon's Sheep-ſhear : 
There you'll ſee ated all the joys we 're told: 
Joys, that can make the meaneft Shepherd Great; 


Can baniſh Grigf, anFmake damn'd Care retreat. 
[ Exxeunt. 


Finis Atus Primi. 


By The Opfrnnate hed: 


The SECOND ACT. 


tt. 
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| duh Damztas's Houſe. 


Dametas and Servants. 
Dame. ET all things ready, in due order 
plac'd ; 
Provide the Shears, and things to hold the Wool; 
Bring the clean Sheep down to the lefſer Fold : 


Drive thoſe, that lately came from the Waſh-Pool, 


To yonder Sunny Bank, and let 'em dry. 

Shear the Lambs firſt ; and if their Fleece be wet, 

Lay 'em on that quick Hedge, that Phabus may 
Feltow his piercing heat, and melt 'em dry. 

Then let the reſt provide the Feſtival : 

And firft, bring in the luſty Bacon-Chine 

Of the great Hog, that whilome ſpoil'd the Peaſe; 

And on the| ſelf-ſame Diſh, on either fide, 

Serve up the two Red Cocks, that *tother Day 

Were Fighting at the Barn's Door ; And-brirg 


vs 
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A piece of the Red Cow, with Coleworts boil'd: 
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Andin FERC! Dit, ewo ſucking bigs,” 
With Guts of Sage, and Bellies full of Bread ; 
With all the reſt of the god Country Fare, 

ww Beſure to fill the Liquor well about ;. 

And ſee the Beechen Bowl, that holds a Quart, 
By each glad Swain be nimbly taken off, 

Spare not the Sider, nor the Barley Juice; 
Ceres and Pay will make all up again. 


C prydes, Thyrſis, —_ Danafes, Probs 


Dam. You 're kindly Air" $5 Friends ! pray 
O0l, fir you down 


Upon this Hurdle ; with what Mirth you can, 
vet, | Diſſolve the comirig hours in ſweeteſt joy, 
ay | Until ſuch time the pleaſant work is o're, 

The Fleecy Sheep have ta'ne their Summer ſuits, 


And ſtrip d themſelves to Dance along with us, 
[Goes to the Work-men 


iſe; Hob. Wheth a am I now ' Ye Gods} this Spluang 


Proves your great Paradiſe but low and mean, 
Too long; the City toils, alas! too long, © 
Hays I admired the dull inglorious throng 
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be Unfortuagre Shembers 


A 


Pardon, Angſt, 1 Blaſpherpe thy 8] .|wW 
Were : harp wh ms, thqu'dit leave thy phancied | G; 


Quit thy poor Throne, thy ſelf'a Shepherd make; 
And for a Scepter, wouldſt a Sheep-Hook take. Pl 
Health to you alt! Companions, ſtrive with me Þ »7 


To praiſe your Country lite. oþ 
Thyr. So well agree, 
Our Minds and S9uls in this, that all alike, B; 


One common Note our joyful Pipes wall ffrike. 
This Hurdle is an Altar, Mirth our Prayer ; 

We Votarics, and you Our Venus are , 

Whuit excn glad Swain, as an unqueſtion'd duc, 
Sliall pay his Oriſons to Love and Yay ; 


I'll fit and feaſt mine Eyes, and crowd my 
Breaſt, 


With the Idea of your Beauty bleft. 

Amor. Yonder's a ragged Cliff beſide the Plain, 
The fturdy limit of the boift'rous Main : 
There every day in {olitude ] keep 
Some nobler hours, and view the ſpacigus deep. 
Sometimes (the weather fair) my felf I pleake 
To ſee the Yellels ſtim algng the Seas, 


With 
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With Cs _—_ RY no yatbny Sewn x, 

Gilt with the yellow glittering of the Mora; 

£ Stem nia! ud Waves, ang kils the EG 

* | Play with NN Winds, then Anchor in the Road ; 

ne I 'Till ſcorching Phebws from his reſt is come; 
Shows his red Head, and hadly drives. me howe, 

Car. Yander's a fteepy Hill, where every day, 

From my glad Flocks, I fly fteal a way; 
Sit on a Tufft of Graſs, and view-the Plain, 
The roving Flocks, and every roving &wain ; | 
View here a loneſome Cattage, there a Grove 3 

” | Here a cloſe Wood, defign'd for cloſer Love: 
Yonder the Fields of Corn, producing Food ; 

# | And Mcadows groaning underneath their load, 

With greedy Eyes the Forreſt I ſurvey ; 

And thus in glorious Eaſe, I nobly ſpend the Day. 


Thyr, By yonder Dome, there runs a purling 
Stream, 


(The Cowherds Glory, and the Muſes Theam) 
On whoſe foft Bank an aged Alder grows ; 
And ftretcheth o're the Flood his ſpacious boughs. 
A natural Arbor on its Trunk is made; 

; | And its thick Leaves afford a fecret Shade. 
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Sometimes its hanging Boughs ſtoop” d down,” 


and 'wou'd 
Take a ſoft kiſs from the tranſparent Flood. 
Sormetimes 1n it the neighb'ring Halcyons hung 


Their brooding Neſts, and there bred up their 


young. 
Here every day I come, and fit me down, 
And tell the groaning Flood my pitious moan. 
I Carve my Miſtreſſes Name on every bough, 
And charge the Flood to water*t, make it grow : 
Then to my loneſome Flocks, I back return, 
Andallthe way her much-loath'd Croſlneſs mourn. 


Dame. Heavens bleſs ye Swains | You well have 
'_  praisd the Life 


We Country-Men enjoy ; let ſolitude, 
And Country eaſe, and noble Luxury 


Inſpire each Swains immortal Breaſt, and make 
him 


Tell to the Urbane Crowd his and their Miſerics- 
I gow defic all Ceſars gawdy Cockscombs, 

To vye with us in pleaſure ; who can boaſt 

Of Days, and Months, and Years ſpent all in joy. 
Care never here makes Jean, but plump and full ; 
Swell'd up, like Bazchus, with the juice of Grape : 
Grown ſtrong,as Ceres,with the ſtrength of heat, 
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| This: Fe Head of mine fa — ST 
M1, | Theſe Snowy Hairs are Time's ſlow Harbengers 
Of Death ; nor are they caus'd by anxious Grief, 
But *tjs the effeft of Nature : All muſt yield 

To Fate; This Fourſcore years and Ten have I 
Enjoy'd one laſting Scene-of Mirth and Bliſs : 
Not one fad hour has iatermix'd with Eaſe. 
When Fate lets fall the Curtain, takes me hence, 


Then every,Swain ſhall weep, Dametas BONG ; 
/. And ſay, He liv'd, he dy'd, a Jovial Swai 


be A, . \© / of p Þ 


Damon and'Servants with the Feſtival.” | 


1. \ ba 


(> Dam. Now are the Golden days of "7G 
come 


Once more ; Mirth is greas, as ering 
As Cre it was; the Grecian Shepherds cou' not. 


e || In olden times, boaſt of more, Mirth thag KY 
Now all at once, ' our Sences ſhall be Fi e 


* | Wine that's fin'd, not pal'd, ſhatl pleaſe our Pal 


lates : 
The wholſme Country Food ſhall fill our ſto- 
machs : 4W- 


''s 


The flowry Meeds and Lawvns ſhall feaſt our Eyes 3 
Ao young Swains ſhall Feaſt our lſPning 
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But none, as her ſelf, {\uch Rich Incenſe ries yield, 


"a The ®riibbirtets'S 
With Muſick. Come Lads, _ te plain 


5 
Was whilcome ſung to Celia on the Green. " 
[They Sim. | v 
| | Ti 
SONG TI. 1p 


I. | &e 


LL Hail, th fair Calia ! for Twill adore 
Not Venus her felf; nor « Goddeſs no mgre 

To Celia, to Celia my Vows ſpall.be paid.; 

And all the Sacred Oaths, that Lovers have made. 


if | 


She makes Summer to ſmile, and the Winter to thay, 

And keeps the fierce courſe of Nature in awe. W 

The Melancholy Gods are made brisk by her Charms ; 

And Tanguiſbing Mortals revive in. her Arms. = 
IIL. 

She lies on the Bank, the Forreſt does. wiew; 


With hex, Roſie: Mouth ſhe ps of tht Dew : 


She aathers. the  ibfet, and Ryſe of the Field!. 
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; She never is Cruel, nor \never Unkind ; 
"9. No fngry Thought perphetscth bly Mind : | 
Then who wou'd tom latw of the Chains of hey Love, 
When every Link « Cupid tbes prove?" ' 
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Dameras. Sings. _—y 
" SONG'IL 
- | I. Mos, 
Y the fide of « Miunixin, ty dwelking foal ke 
| In an old hollow Tree ; 
my With age, with aff grown ruſty as T. 
With 4 hok for s Winzdon, from whence þ furviy, 
ff; The neight'ring Groves, whore every; day... - | 
The amorous Nymgbs, zwd Shepherds wo. B44. | 
Thas warm wad til, _...1 y 
in my cloſe wooden thel,, yas 4) 'Y 
Fwvyin Storms and Tempeſts © yes. - 
MY:  \Fhe ſullen old Serb, 
- That dwelt in « Tub, 


Was never ſo Merry, ſo Merry as I. ] 
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On « Pipe a5.01d as myſelf 1 Play): 
When ſome yood Lady Mag-pye, or Miſtreſs Jah, 
Reſort ts my boughs for ſhade, © 


I ftrike up 'a Serenade, 
. And fright my Gueſts away. 
In my hollow old Tree you would wonder : - W 
My Muſick roars like Thunder : Re 
Secure from Stormsjand Tempeſts 1 lye. M 
The 5 rea old Scrub, Z 
Was never ſo Merry, Jo Merry @ F.> A M 
1IL | » 
: | Cl 
Flere MY his C arty ant Kjnely abs; Wy BY 
From chiding of Servants, and pleaſing of Mefer, T; 
1m. 4 Commonwealth alone;" © 

Mounted on « Wodlen Throit :' | 

I” enjoy more Peite thin on a Gillen one. IM 


My Kitchin, my Parlor, and Chippet” 5 rogether ; M 


Where I Pray, and 7 Bibguer, and keep from the 
Weather. 
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Full P Fs wich Pleaſure, my hours 1 keep, 
And in the Night ſeaſon ſupinely I fleep : 


© . ; 
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And thus undiſturb'd, I quietly tye. 
The ſullen, old Sir, 
; That awelt in 4 Tub, 
To as never ſo Merry, fo Merry 4s L. 


Cor. May every day be like to this ! and may 
What we have ſpoke and ſung, be well receiv'd { 
Receiv'd, as a Tribute due to Pah, 

May blooming youth always adorn our Brows ! 
And aQive Blood ſtill circle in our veins! 
May Manly .Heat our noble Spirits ſway | 
May you, bleſt Nymphs, always be freſh and tat; 
Clear as the Spring, and brighter than the Noon, 
Chaſt as the Morn, and ſilent as the Night ! | 
May you for ever Live, for ever be 

Tall as Cedar, laſting as the Yew. 


Eph. And henceforth, may the Shepherds al- 
ways thrive ! 


May every Ewe bring forth a pair of Lambs ! 
May a Scaſons ne're moleft your Flocks, 


Amor All the kind bleſſings that the Gods have 
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On Mortals, light on you ! May all your Life 
Be one eontinnied Scene of Bliſs and Joy ! 
Damet.But now the Nightly Seaſon haſteth on, 
And trav'ling Phabus to his reſt is gone. 
The Evening Toads from watry Marſhes croak, 
And yonder Villages begin to ſmoak. dF 
Their young ones to the Rooſt the Partridge call ; 
And larger ſhadows| from the Mountains fall. T 
I ct us go home, and ſleep until the Morn ; W 
Riſe with the Light, and with the Day return. I] At 
[Exeunt. | Hz 


Finis Afus Secuntli 


yg Paoronar” »þ ? 


The THIRD ACT. 


ml. "i 
tk, Ephelia {ola. 

NW Eph. OW I have been deceiv'd'? Who 
ll . . could have thought 


|. | That Ruiſticks liv'd ſo well? Our gawdy Town, 
With all its Monuments and Statues deck'd, 
And all its glittering Pageants, never look'd 
Half-ſo beautiful, fo gay and great EI 
As yonder, V Ulage. 

Surely the Gods have tane poſſeſſion hete : 

This is the Seat of the AMtherial Race. ' 


LS 


| Thryſes. 
Thyr. Al alone !, F'll enjoy a little more 
Of her Scorn. 


i £[To her] Fair Maid, I hope you'll — the ſubs . 
hell priſe ; . 


You know my Meſſage by my languid Eyes. 
upid has led me to this lonely Grove, 
ind charg'd me here perform the Dues of Love: 
0 you, my bitter Soul! my Love impart ; 
ve ou my Hand, ante wp og. 

JT. 2 -_._Epl 


too The Unfortunate Shepherd: | 
Eph. Far be't from me, your Love to entertain ! as 
And Heaven guard me'from the Monſter Mas ! 


Th 

Who open Falſchood and Deceit does ſhow, Wi 
Though flily cover'd/in Love's \Name does go. , 
Thyr. My Modeſty's an Argument to prove, 


How ignoraat I am in Arts of Love : 
How oft have I your Beauty prais'd, and faid, [ror 


You are the beſt, the only lovely Maid ? For 
When e're you Danc'd, amazed I ſtood by, [Th 
And at each gentle ſtop, I drop'd a ſigh ! Thi 
My Groans went fafter than your Feet,and prov'd] 7 
To all the Company how much I Lov'd. Suc 
Oft when you roſe, in the ſame place I lay'd, © But 
And kifs'd the print your lovely Body made. f 
Heaven knows how much this Paſſion me has vext 
Firſt to avoid, and td diſſemble it next, wh 
0 


Has prov'd'a task ſo exquiſitely great, 
A worſe even Fate it ſelf, could not create. ' 
- Had ſome ſiniſter end my Paſſhon moy'd, St 


FP ' I c're this time had told how much I Lov'd. Wh 
't My Love, like Fire pent in a narrow hole, wo 
| 


Whoſe limits does its threatning Rage controul, 
*Which while but warm, glowing and quict lay; 
Now heated quite, breaks the walk bands: a\ 
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A PASTORAL. 
Sooner may Ships on tumbling Surges reſt, 
Than Love in my no leſs diſturbed Breaſt. 
Winds may forget to roar, and Storms to flie, 
E're this griev'd Breaſt ſhall be unlearn'd to ſigh. 
Eph, Well ; ſince you do ſuch mighty dangers 
prove, 
For your reward I give you leave to Love, | 
For being Lov'd why ſhould we Women chide? 
The Gods are Lov'd, and ſo we're deiff'd. 
Then Love me ſtill; but Love me as a Friend. 
Thyr.You grant theMeans,but you deny theEnd. 
Such Love I always to my Sex do give : 
But youy my Miſtreſs, ſhould more Love receive. 


Eph. Your Miſtreſs | Cockscomb, is Four Pride 
ſo great ? 
This the ambition of a mean Retreat ? 
How well my Silks and your courſeWeeds agree ? 
Have I been Born to be enjoy'd by they ? 
Is that foul Mein of thine a Match for me ? 


Whoſe noble Birth each God-like Poets ſing, 


Sprung from an antient Race of mighty Kungs ; 
S0ONeT may Grals on the wild Ocean grow, 


ind Tyber to its Streams may backward flow, 
\owe Wed with yonder Village, Ladies court 


heir bulky Foot-men, and with Pages ſport : ' 
H 3 Ee 


| 


102 The Vufortupate Shepherd : 

E're I to thee, mean Swain ! can Wedded be. 

Thyr. So well your Pride and High-born Blood 
agree. TE 

If to your antient Race you proudly flic But 

My Father was a Shepherd, ſo am I. 

On yonder Hill his hundred Flocks he led ; 


And on you” Hillock laid his droulig Head. T 
The Gods for Maſterdom have often {froye ; 7 
Yet Pan alyays out-vy'd poor Bankrupt Joe. 1 
Let Rome to Ruines he catirely thrown ; Me 
And vaſt DeftruQtion writ on every Stone! Thi 
Curſe on your gawdy Crew ! Wo 
Home to my Arms, my lovely fair one, flic : Are 
On this {till conſtant Breaſt ſecurely lic. The 


Falſe Oaths and broken Vows ſurround the Town, By » 
Their impious Hands pull Virtues Statues down NY; n, 
Try once our Country pleaſure, eaſfie Bliſs ; It Ic 
You know not what a thing a Shepherd 1s. Why 
Eph. The pleaſures of your Life I well approve;FThe 
But not one word, I charge you, more of Love. Wh 
When with theſe joys Pve fatisf'd my mind, ' As1 
I may perhaps advance, and then prove kind. | - C 
But if your Love does always thus drop down, 
"Twill make my Heart as hard as any Stone 3 
| And 


1 


A HK A $ T0. R AL. 103, 
And then your Words, and deep-fetch'd Sighs arg 


vain : 
'T will only ſerve to Echo 'em back again. 
But he od) : T hear ſome noiſe ! for once, adieu, 
[ Exyt. 


Corydon and Dametas. 


Dame. Ha' Here's my Thyrſis ! 
Thyr. Father ! 
Dame. Son : 
Methinks thou Igok'{t like ſome old Rural God : 
The happy Off-ſpring of our mighty Paz ; 
Woods to the Fields, or Verdure to the Woods, 
Are not a greater Ornament, than thou to Men. 
Thou know'ſt how *tis to Live ; how 'tisto ſteal 
MF glorious life from the inglorious Throng : 
n Els not that Grove thy planting ? Sure it is! 
It looks as if ſome happy Hand had ſet it. =» 
When Cſar's Statues ſhall grow old and ruſty, 
©; Then this thy Verdant Grove ſhall flouriſh ſtill, F 
e When thou art dead, it ſhall beſtow greea Laurels, 
As ſignals of thy laſting memory. 
Cory. If any are Immartal,: ſure "tis we ! 
On yonder Mountain great Alpheſebſens 
Cut his loy'd Name ; and till the gentle Ground 
No 4 Retains 


104 The Unfortunate Shepherd : 


Retains the mark for each good Swain to read. 
The wandring g Sheep when o're the place they go, 
Forbear to eat it, that it ſtill may grow. 


Dame. In yonder Wood, there ſtands an aged 
* Tree, 


In which is carv'd the mighty Orphems Name, 
For many hundred years ago, and ſtill 
'Tis legible. 

Happy the Tree that bears it, for 'r has giv' n, 
An Iromortality, a laſting Verdure ; 

Ard ſure his Prpe hes buried thereabouts ; 

For every day the Airy Chorifters, | 

Do thither come, | a Heavenly Conſort make. 
Here Philomel does necd no wakeful Thorne 
To ſpur her Breaft ; nor can ſhe ficep aN ights, 
But always quavers out her Terexs Song. 


Thyr. May I ſec henceforth Rouge but worn 
and Plains! 


May Shepherds be my Company ! And my 
We all be Merry |! 

And may theſe Eyes never behold the Court ; 
The boxſterous Deep, or the tempeſtuous Main ; ; 


The frightful Rock, | or the Death«threat 
-. Sands. 


[ Damras Sing! 
SONG 
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H:n hail ye Shepherds ! free from Cares, . 
Free from P affions, free from Fears? ' 
Phillis Loves, and Phillis way 
A greater Bliſs to us convey, 
Than what painted Sylvia brivgs, 
To the coſtly Bed of Kjngs. 


IL 


Kings are Gods ; fo let them be; 
, Still they're from my Emvy free. 
We can ſport, and ſpend the Nights, 
In no leſsidifturb'd delights. 
A calm Voyage we can prove, 
O're the Helleſpont of Love. 


IIL 


The Beechep Bowl no poiſan hath + 
3M Gold and Silver make 2 Death. 
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x06 = The Ynfortapete Shepherd: 


Behind theſe Walls no Bullies /lide ; | He 
"Tis Arras does the Frqytor hiae. Ha 
No wanton She was here Embrac'd: Pra 

| At Court no Woman &re prov'd Chaſt. 
IV. 

Virtue bere, in pomp Array d, Tl 
Is the Beauty of each Maid. T! 
No Ornaments tut homely Stuff, In 


Serves to -fet poar. Phillis off : 
Tet as fair, as fmeek foes ſeen, 
As the Beauteous Paphian Queen. 


A 

V. 

. Then hail ye Shepherds ! free from Cares, ” 
Free from Paſſions, free from Fears ! | A 
Hail ye Nymphs ! 4s kind as Day, T 
Fair as Spring, ang ſweet 4s May | E 
Your old Damxztas ſtill ſhall raiſe I, 
A living Strufture to your Praiſe. 7 
Thyr. We thank you, Father. c 
Cor. How well he Sings! Sure he grows young I 


again ! 


He 


- 4\ PASTAR; 


He, like the Sack, gra 
Has ta'ne 2 news and Youth together. yyirh-ig- 


Pray, Father,  whar's your. Age ? 
Dame. Not quite an Hundred. 


Thyr. Almolt. 

Dame. Yes, 
The yonder Grove, and I were bora together. 
That aged Oak, I well may call my Brother ; 
In the ſame Day-my Father ſet us both. 

Cory. And you're grown up together tao. 


Dane. Some Snowy Hairs have ſeiz'd = aged 
Head, 


And Mok, the Hair of Wo has ſeizd ins 
ock 


I know not but I may ſurvive it. 

Thyr. Were I as you, I'd cut it down, and make 
A luſty fire of its ſpacious Boughs, | 
To warm my chilly Limbs in Wanter. 
E're I did die, I would not leave a branch 
In any Wood ſhould bear a longer date 
Than 1. 

Dame. No; let Poſterity enjoy the Fruic 
Of former Ages Labour ; by it we're made 
Immortal. 


Through 


| | = 4M "A% vr - | 1 
tos The mrtunate Shepherd : 


Through countleſs Ages ſhall it ſtill be ſaid, 
This Damon ict, and this Demetss planted. 


Live ſtill ye Woods ! and fpread your flouriſhing | — 
Arms ! 


Grow till you make a ſolitude beneath 

Your Boughs, 'till ye exclude the Light, . E, 
And you become an Umbrage for the Deer, 

The timerous Hare, the Fox, and Evening Wolf. 


Grow, till ye be a ſhelter for the Swains, U 
A ſhade in Heat, and Covert from the Storm. 
[ Exengt. - 


Fints Afius Tertie. 
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The FOURTH ACT. 


th. 2 
Ephelia and Amoretts. . 
Eph. E's the plague of my Life | 
Am. How you blaſpheme the Sacred 
f. Deity 


Ungrateful wretch': whom Love might well di. 


OWNn. 


Is that a plague, God Capid has ordain'd, 

The great perfeQtion of our humane Race? 
Of Harmony and Love our Souls are made ; 
And who hath neither, was by Fate deſign'd 
To be the laughing-ſtock of humane kind. 

A thing ſo near a Beaſt, butuſt the Taps 
Does make the difference. ' 

7 Eph. Lowis iden) a Hun arnitand mb 
And what the Gods ſo lovingly have given, 
Should not ſo carelefsly be ' thrown away: © 
We hoard our Jewels up in Cabinets. 

Am. A bettet Cabinet can ne're be found 
Than the kind Breaſt of him adores your Name, 
' Eph. That homely rotten Cheſt would qui 

y i « que 
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So Sacred Reliques as Immortal Love, WI! 
The Smodky  Chithny of his Breaſt could fe're | 1 
Adorn ſo pure a flame as mine. ” 
Am. But then your Love might be an Ornament | + 
To his mecari Breaſt. 
Eph. "FT would look juſt like a Canvaſe Coar, 
That's Iace'd with'Gold, and line'd with Velvet. 
Am. So much{the better. 
The White Hows more delightfit, when *is nedr 
The Black. 'The tranſparent Taper never looks 
Half {d bright as in the Dark... 


Eph. Wall: : when I Wed a Swain may Ni ht [ 
7 Day, v 


Ct 
And all the courſe 6f Nature Backward run. A 
May the f\x'd Othe a local Motion have, * 


| And #vA round tlie World with the Sun : 
The Spheres deſcend and Sing iy Marriage Song, Þ ,.. 
A, Bravely  relblved ! bur” Maſphemioully Ti 
{ſpoken ! | 


Eph. No! Lohr Wee ws! " 
Were theſe Hands ever made to hokd a Crook? iy 
rf 


I phaacy it a plafant fight to ſee 
Me driving home drove of Milking Cows, 
My Husband, Clown, juft followint; at my bbels; 


Whiſttids a lamentable Tune, all clad 
In Leather, rufling- td noiſy; like the Wind. . 
Am. A vety fitte deſtriptivn of a _— 

Eph. "Thins the ow tharch'd Coethe we 


come z 
And all the; Houſhold there is one arcat Dog, 
And three ſmall bawling Children; 

Am. Very well joya'n | | 

Eph. "Then down I figme by the be lide, 
And with my:tender Hands'I Milk her clean. 


Can I leave [all my G/00p0ps-Fompy WF ſelf de- 
mean? 


[, who. have known the pleafures of the Court, 
Change all my former glory ; ; meanly take 
A homely Cottage, for a gawdy Pallace ? 
Say, Nymph, I do but what | is rational f 
Am. So you ſay : 
But what is all your boaſfed City for: > 
The fulſome pleaſare does y your Senſes clo M4 
Are not theſe homely Cotes, this Ryral 
A better Covert than 4 Maſquerade? J 
Free from all tricks of Court we quiet reſt ; 
And talk of Sarnmerjo joys s Joſe i in our Winer Neſt. 
"Eph. And may you there {till reſt, unenvy'dbe, 
Ar teaft no great ambition work in me ! 


1 


To 
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212 The Unfortmate Shepherd: 
To Savage Woods, and Defart Caves P'Il goj 

When madneſs in my Breaſt does oyerflow 3 In 
Too well the City /pomp and worth I know. In 
Secure, like Bees, we '{lymber in our Hiye ; Ar 


On Summer Honey we in Winter live : Gr 
Nor need we buzz about to every Bower, As 
And Plunder Here, and there a Flower ; "P 
Rob all rhe Gardens, and each fruitful Soil 3 Hi 
Get little ſweets with induſtry and toil. Fa 
Home to our very doors does Plenty come, De 
And begs admittance,” prays to find a home. | 
We ſpend the day in raviſhing delights ; Ts} 


' Good Books,and better Friends, diflolve the N ights Gri 
Each Man an Angel ſeems, each Princea God ; || He 
Each Woman fair, each Maid divinely good: [Do 
Free from the Stormy Winters hurtful noiſe, [An 
We bathe in Pleaſure, and we ſwim in Joys. 
Am. And what are gawdy Joys, that do create 
In Men no more|but Envy, Pride and Hate? 
What the adored Monſter, that is born 
To publick Praiſe, the wiſe call , publick Scorn? _ 
By Nature, not by Art we're underſtood : - 
Our Youths are born both beautiful and good. || 


; Spring 
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Sprung like a Pine-Tres up, A Yourh does riſe ; 
In Spring grows wantoy, and in Winter wiſe: 
In middle Ape is ſtrong, at length appears, 
An old. Plebeiax of an Hundred Years:. - / , 
Gray Hairs about his Head like -Laurels grow, . 
And down his Shoulders in grave branches flow : 
Sure Emblems all of Wit ; and then,.to crown. 
His other joys, 11. Deatly he lays him down 
Eaſy and ſoft, without or Ach or Pains, 
Departs to Shepherds on the Elyſian Plains, : 
Eph. So in the Town a Youth begins his days, 
Is born in Triumph and begot with Praiſe ; 
Grown up in Honor, and his Age to crown, | 
He wears his griſly Hairs with much Renown ; 
Does ſpeak in Halls, at Council-Boards debate, 
And wiſely manages Afﬀairs of State. 
If the ſhrill noiſe of Mars reſounds from far, 
Our Youth takes up the Iron Robes. of War; 


March out Death-threatning” Warriors, and then 
come 

Loaden with Praiſe and Earthly Honors home. 
Of Glory's Meed,;; and Hero's Name he'll miſs, 
[Who-ſeeks for Honor where no AQtion is, 
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Abs. Fer ok theſs wondrovs great theſs wa: A 


| T 
Know much of others, yet know not themſelves; [1 


To Fame's chief Pinacle they proudly riſe, At 

Grow often Great but ſeldom they grow Wiſe. [4 

Nature can teach what Arts could never do. Ci 

Adieu ! here's Thysſis ! [ Exit. 
Eph. She'as left me ! nay betray'd me too ! 

Here's the tormentor of my Life already come : {Nc 


Falſe Woman ! Ti 
Na 
Thysrſis:; Ir f 

Ho, . Thyrfis ! 
Thyr. Nymph ! IK 
Eph. Shepherd ? ind 


Thyr. Would I were your Shepherd ! 
I know, I am the Man that Loves you dearly ; 
And were your Love but naps Ca "gr 
I had not ſpent ſo many tedious Nights, and l: 4 
Speeciilc%, nay almoſt breathleſs on the vhs ſhe 
I, fince the time I faw you, have not ſlept ; 'oor 
GY 920 ga raja. tner mevobt 4” _—_ 
Before ny Eyes methought I ſaw you Rand: | nd. 
Fair as you are, methought you then look'd kindJ'4< 


AP 4SFORAE 125. 
- And ling fad, My Thyefi, Come lkt's - 
To yonder Bower, for Thyrſis I am thine : 
S; |My nimble {leepy feet began to move ; 
At which I wak'd, and found *twas but a Dream, 
Had you but ſeen, how then I tore my Hair ! 
Curſt the detuding Viſion that was gone! | 
ir. Eph. Why, Shepherd? Love is nothing but a 
Pream : 


Nothing of ſolid worth does crown its praiſe ; 

Tis but the raging Calenture of Minds. 

ome Mad-man firſt igvented it, and made 

It faſhionable ; at Court it got a Name 

*or a fit thing to pleaſe ſick Ladies phancies : 
rick'd up in Complement, ſet off with Cringes 

ind modifh 'poſtures, |adorn'd with Tears and 

Sighs, 


he wind of falſeſt Hearts to raiſe compaſſion. 

, [grew much in cuſtora, each was thought 
inn AG, that was-no Madman, not in Love. 

4, [[he Court thus cloy'd with all its foolery, 

'oor bankrapt Love, ought out another ſear, 
youſ plac'd i {elf in the freſh Counry Air: / 
ind Pe Fae old tareer'd Bawd look young again, 

I 2 $walloys 


116 The | Unfortunate Shepherd : 


Swallows themſelves' were not more welcome 
made 


"| 


Than this old Hag, a Minion ſhe was thought, * 
Each Swain-admir'd the Mines of her Face ; N 
And Love was all the: Talk and all the Song. T 
Fhe Pipe could play, nought but of Love ;| the A 


Yoice 

Could ſound nothing but Love; all day the Plains 
The unfrequented Woods with Love was fill'd, 
The lovely Cloris, charming Phillis fill'd A, 
The Mouth of every Swain ; nay ſomtumes would 
Make *em miſtake, and call their Flock: and Herds 
By name of Miitreſs: | 
Nay by the Fire ſide in Winter-Nights, | 

Inſtead of Talcs of Sprigl:ts and Fairies, 

And dreadful great Hob-zoblins, Love did make 
All the Diſcourſe ; cach/Swain told of his Dear ; 
He prais'd her Beauty, or how well ſhe Danc'd ; 
Her kindnefs, - or the Dowry her Father left. 

I tell thee, Shepherd, Love 1s but a Name, 

Go tell thy Sheep, and Hurdle up:thy Fold 5- 

And leave theſe fapleries to.Babes/and Women, | | 


Thyr. Yes, I cobld- leave theny —_ WErey An; 
at {ure 


| the 'dbe W's Love eis the thing ras £ 


”" 


Fo 


bf PASTORAL. 17 | 
(& To you a Woman, but falſe as youare fair, 
'* | Much better had I ſpeak to Rocks and Stones ; 


Mountains have more relenting Hearts than Wo- 


Tygers are born to more Humanity ; 
be And Wolves more kindneſs ſhew unto their Kind. 
Eph. Sure the Man's mad | How he raves ? 


1s 
; Thyr. If Love be Madne£, then I am grown 
| mad! 
- | And, ſure, *tis Madneſs ! | 
" Eph. I am no Company 
1 


For mad Men : Adieu | I'll never ſee you more ! 
| { Ex. 
Thyr. She's gone ! 


 Dametas. 


| Damet. From whence that Groan,good Fhyrſis ? 


4: Thyr. TheNymph juſt left me ! She ſaid, She'd 
never ſec 


1 Me more. | 4 
Damet. And do'ſt thou groan for that ? 


P'I1 tell thee, Man, My nobke Breaft has always 
Joy 3 
If And yet I never .care to ſee a Woman. 


Thyr. Your, er i Breaſt, which Wiater's Frolt 


= 


we 


I 3 


How | 


118 The Unfartunate Shepherd : 
How.can it melt ? But I, whom Youth and Heat 
Inſpire ; T, who could bid Defiance once | = 
To Love, amall in Flame ! | 
Damet. And may'ſt thou burn ! 
Who, if thon would*ft apply but juſt one Drop 1 
Of Reaſon; *twould quench th* impetuous Flarne, 
Thyr. T have try'd it. 
Damet. Ts*t not a glorious Sight to'a Youth 
Handſom and ſtrong, a Maſter-piece of Nature, 
One that might win the Garland in the Dance, * 
Or take the Standard in the Martial Field ; 


To ſee this Man, with folded DR and La gund 
Eyes, 
Look like a Changeling, talk of wakke but Love, 
And Nymphs, and Beauty, and ſuch idle Stuff! 
Thyr. And yet the Beſt have done fo ? 
Damet. 'The beſt of Fools, T muſt confe(s ! 
Thyr. When Friends augment, and She Ts 


to Own 


pany 


My Grief ; *tis time, I think, to die alone. 
When She will ncver to my Love fubmit ; 

When Love deſerts me, muſt I flie from it? 
»Tis vain th approaching Deftmy wo ſhun; 


I'll meet my Ruin, # its Embraces run, - \\[Ex# 


þ Damat 
JE os 
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Damet. There went a Lover ! 

' | Now, to good Drink, and Friends, I' pet me 
gone 3 

Sport by the Day, and revel by the Moor : 

Love never ſhall deny my aged Breaſt 

The Sweets of Mirth, and ſolid Hours of Reſt. 


[Exerai. 
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Finis Adius Quaiti. 
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The Unfortunate Shepherd , 


The FIFTH ACT. | 


| SY OE | ”— CO a 
hi p 


Dametas and C orydon. 


Damat. OW for a Scene of Bliſs, an Age of | 5. 
Joy, | 
Contracted inthe narrow Hours of a Day : 
Let ys now uſe our Mirth, as dying Men 
Do their laſt Gaſp ; catch, with an eager Joy, 
Our parting Pleaſure. Mirth we may have again; 
But yet, we are not; certain. Fate may retrieve ; 
Its old Decrec : Mirth is not always Man's J 
| We muſt ſubmit to Fate. A doleful Hour 
Muſt interpoſe. The Day is now our own ; 
Then let us uſe it : Hugg the downy Hours, 
£cirt *em to ſtay ;| and, if they will be flying, 
Then we'll Contemplate on the Joys we've had. 
Cory. 'The yonder Dome is a ſubſtantial Place 
For Pleaſure ; there lives an aged Woman, 


pes much of Joy; ſhe knows true ſold Plea» 
Woh "ej 9} by 


Let that be our Retreat, Never was Day 


vPent 11 more Mirth ; Never were Shepherds 


> TO >= << x 


of 


1, 


A PASTORAL. wh 


$9 gameſom, as we'll be ! This joyful Day 


To future Ages ſhall be told. 


Amoretta, Proba, and Nymphs, Weeping. 


Ha ! They weep ! What angry Planet reigns? 


Say, beauteous Maids, From whence proceed your 
Tears ? 


Am. Would Grief would give me leave to 
{peak ! 


Cory. Now, I conjure you, by our Mighty 
Pan, 


Tell us this diſmal News ? E 
Am. Thyrſis is ſlain ! Slain by himſelf! 
Cory. Oh, my Thyrſis ! 
amet. Did not we talk of Joy ? How ſoon 
' *tis gone ? 
whe? 5 now our Scene of Bliſs, our promis'd 
oy ? 
We may decree what &'re we pleafe, below ; 
If Heay'n think otherwiſe, it ſhan't be ſo. 


Ah, wretched Mortals! in uncertain State, 


Govern'd by the Almighty Hand of Fate ! 
Hgw {qan our Hopes are turned to Deſpair, 
And all guy Joys dwindled to Wind and Air "of 


But [ 
% 
£1 C hl 


"022" The Opfetyngte Gepberd: 


But ſince we cannot with our Death contend, 

Let us endeavour then to mourn our Friend. 
Cory. That Work may juſtly, Swain, to you | T! 

belong : | 

This is a Subject for a Skilful Tongue. 

Whilſt you his Requiem ſing, let others come, 

With mournful Cypreſs to adora his Tomb. 
Damet. Thyrſis was once the Joy of all the 


7 


The Lovely Thyrſis, the Renowned Swaia ! 
True to his Gods, and Faithful in his Vows ; 
Conſtant to all the Terms that Faith allows. 


Cory. And yet ill-natur'd Death has took him 
hence! 


What was it did thy mighty Rage inſence ? 


Damet. No more his wand'ring Sheep! he ne- 
ver will T 


Behold *em grazing on the ſteepy Hill ! 

Nor that Green Den' ſhall never more receive 
The joyful Sound his gladſom Pipe did give. 

Cory. Surely, his Tuneful Pipe could! Wit in- 
pure ; 

It far out<id the Strings of Orpheas Lyre. 

Ah !. Would to God, he had bequeath'd to me 
Hs Pipe, tho! tunelc, for a Legacy ! 


wee 


[Damat. 
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Dent. Were'r Dumb and TuncleG, pat it 
would rejoyce ; 
2 The Thoughts of him, would ſure inſpire a | 


V.oice. 


Cory. Not Beauteous Fenw ere Jamegted 
- more 


Her hay'd Adonis, lain by Savage Boar ; 
io | Than we will mourn our Thyrſss o're the Hills, 
While our {ad Nete the empty Valley fills. 


Dimas. Speak. to the Raging Sea, and bid.it 
re 


To all the Rivers, how lov'd Thyrffs fell ; 
Tell it to Thber, and to Thame's fair Stream 3 
And .kt Cajifter's Swans lament with them? 


Cory. Nay, let the Winds too, with en bear 
apart; 
Po 
Thay, ike like his Lover too, .can figh withqut an 


pres Þ Bur now, kt us an happier Moming 
CNUIC + 


| Go, Popliſh to the Workd the diroful News. 
F [Excungy 


Epbelia, 
Eph, Why ſo fad, Nymph ? 


624 The* nfo ate Spltrd | 
Am. Don't ye blow, Thyrſss i is ſhin? 
_ Eph, Ye. 
Am. And don't you know, tha he dy'd fie 
you ? | 
Eph. T know, they fay fo : But if ſo he did, 
wp x a Fool : | *Tis more than -I will, do for 
m. | 
But, How dy'd he, Nymph ? 
. 4m, Downtoa z Melancholy Grove he went ; 


Thrice on the Ground he laid him 4 and 

wept ; | 
Then ſigh'd, then tore his Hair ! 
Eph. Very pitiful ! ! 


| | 4m. Open'd his Breaſt » invok'd Ephelid's 
Name ; | 


Took out his Poniard, ſtrook it to his Heart : 
"The laſt Word &'re he ſpake, was, Ephelis ! 
Eph. Indeed, I'm much beholding for his kind- 
neſs, 


Ta. ipeak of Me, when his Life was fo cons 
cern'd. 


But, 1 Is he Dead, tho! ? 


Am. Wou'd She that Kill'd him, were fo 
Dead ! 


Eph, 


A PASTORAL, ing © 
' 
A ap Thou Child of Folly, Babe 
Parent to all Diſorder ! Brother of Diftraftion ! 
If ever I do own thy Deity, 
May I become as Falſe, as Mad, as Thee ! 
[Exeunt Omnes, 


. Finis Altus Quinti. 
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DISCOURSE 


T is not my intent t6 make @ Philoſo- 

phical Diſcourſe of Life; neither ſhall 

I endeavour to invent a ſtratagem 
to prolong it : to a Wife-Man it is not fo 
deſirable, and none bur a Mad-Man would 
beſtow Coft and Pain in adornitig an fn, 
in which he muſt go oe for- Apo 
Whether thoſe _ ylitiahs call Rx: 
dical Moiſture, and atarl Hiat are any 
thing, or nothing, f know nor; and whe- 
ther thicy are incapable of folid Reparati- 
on, I ſhalt not ſtand to examige. But of 
this I ama ſure, That the Lamp of my Life 
ſhall burti as Tong as it has 'any matter » 
wo 
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work upon he if a puff of HI WE: 
Fate ſhall blow it out before its Oy] be 
quite ſpent, I have no reaſon to be an- 
gry 3 but rather to- bleſs the kind blaſt, 
that wafts me to the ſerenity of Darkneſs, in 
I ſhall-not fill my Diſcourſe with the un- | 1 
fathomable words of Deſeccation, AvefaSi: R 
on, Alimentation, Bodies tangible, and Pnen- ||, 
matical, the Glory of the Phyſi tans; words te 
as ridiculous as their Practice is poor 3 But pr 
my inteht, is only to diſcourſe of the Hap- JH 
pineſs of Life. Though Morality be writ IT] 
ox the Forehead, of all our Enjoyments, Jar, 
and we'know that this Garland. of Mirth M 
one Sun does produce, another , ſhall wk 1g 
ther; yet how apt, are we to ble our W 
ſelves under the Umbrage of our Verdant Ple 
Gourd, unmindful. of the envious Worm [he 
that ſculcks at the bottom, and will ſoon ſhe; 
eat down the pleafure of it. Our Life s po 
.»» ſo uncertain, and the; happinels of it G Vs 
unconſtant, that we can only tell that we W. 
live; and that there is ſuch a thing a . 
Happineſs. . Some Pleaſure Pp F A, but 
it 1s mixed with Miſery 3 w e ſome = 


Honey Jbat 'tis alloy” ; ef "ap pf | 
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[ad Intervals, ſoine gentle gales pf Þ 
and Eaſe; but ſoon a black Cloud of Fate 
i= | does intervene - We are all the Balk; of 
t, | Fortune ; ſome ſhe unfortunately, throws 
s. finto the Hazzard, and others ſhe bandies 
t- I about at her! pleaſure : But to a Man.of 
= [Relolution; all things are alike : He's nei- 
«- Jther puff'd 1ip' with Plenty, nor; diſcons 
ds cide with Want; He values. not. the 
ut Fpraiſe of Fools, nor the frowns of Knavcs; 
P- [He can deſpiſe what the Great call Good; 
1t The Vicificutedes, and changes of Fortune 
ts, Jare no more to him than the Change ofthe 
th | Moon : Certainly there is no better; Anti- 
't Jdote againſt: an exorbitane deſire of the 
ur [\World; than/a generqus Contempt, of its 
nt Pleaſures. | What wiſe Man would court 
1 fthe ruined. Beanties of ' an/ old weather- 
In ſlbeateri World ? What |Symetry. ,or Pro- 
8 Iportion is there in its Features ?, What 
lo Votary did it eyer make Eternally Rich? 
pi What Admirers did it;eyer make happy? 
had rather be the Servant of ffs 
'ythagoras, than the Heir of Midas. 
cans. Fs Golden _—_— is the.cxact 
df ia ' Ca : Hoppinel is ma, more 
con» 
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230 A Difeomſe of Life. , 
conffent with Superfluity, than it is with 
Peruty: Contenitis a greater ſtranger to 
the Palace; than tis to the Cottage. Pyra- 
mit and Spires of Steeples are- rent'by 
the Thunder-bolt, when 'the Jow Houles 
rein nntouch'd. The | lofty Hills are 
vloathed with Barrenneſs, 'while the hum» 
ble Valleys rejoyce in their Plenty. 1 
there be any thing Great below, 'tis a No- 
bleneſs of Mind : If there be any Gran- 
deur, *tis Virtue: If there be any Happi- 
neſs} *tis Wiſdom. Virtue is a Sacred A- 
mither, who ever wears it, is ſecured from 
the ſings of Serpentine Greatnels. ' Figure 
to your ſelf a Virtuons Man, thongh Poor ; 
how well he btcomes the meaneſt cond- 
tion? he looks like a tranſparent Taper 
in a gloomy Night; like a Jewel amongſt 
a heap of Rubbiſh and Stones: Though 
tre' chufes his Seat upon' the Earth, his 
Mind is employ'd above the Clouds; 
hke the Poctick Birds, who ſing on the 
tops of Trees, thongh their Neſt be'in the 
Hoedye. It ſhews more of wt) exwng and 
Heroick temper, to contemit the /prandeur 
of the" World;" than to''defire it. 
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thi greateſt $pirits that ever bleſt the World 
tol with their: Memory , /have done! it. 1 A 


a-| beeter ſight it was to fee Scepio retired 
wy into. a Wood, after all his Conqueſts, 
&l than to behold him at the head of his 
rel] Army. Epaninoudas, the beſt Man that 
n-| ever Greece bred; whio delivered his Coun- 
ff try of Thebes from the” Lacedemonian Sla+ 

o-| very, whoſe Conqueſts,could have lifted 

n-| him to the higheſt pitch of Pride -and- 
ji} Profit; yet- was he ſuch a Coritemner of 
A-| Riches, that when he died, he left. not 
m enough belnad him@o defray his Funeral 

ire] Charges. Natural Reaſon cani'eaſily dif- 

1 cover how much |they are miſtaken in 
di-1 Happineſs,. who place/it in Wealth, and 

xr outward Grandeur, What. tlie chiefeſt 
Felicity is; cannot eafily be determin'd ;, 
but of this we are fure, That 1t is hard 
to be obtain'd. We may truly.fay of 
Happineſs; That Philoſophers ſeek it, Di- 
vines find it, and only Religious Men - 
enjoy it. The chiefeſt Felicity, by the 
excellent Boethizs, is defined to be. Stats 
i oneminm bonorum aggregatione fierftiiuis:;;"a. 
Stare perfect in the confluence ball good. 
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4 Diſenrſe of Lift 
things: A ſiate certainly not attained by 
| any m this Life. All that Men'call Good 
may be reduced t6 theſe Three heads, 
Either the Goods of Fortune ;' the Coods 
of the Mind 3 or the Goods of the Body. 
But where ſhall we find one Man that 
enjoys 'em all ? We ſee we purchaſe one 
by the loſs of the other. If I am Rich, 
' and great in| Fortune, yer! may want a 
greatnels of Mind: It I am Beautiful 
Rich, and Learned, yet | may be too 
Bookiſh, and want a complatſant Hu- 
mor to render me Agrecable. Had Me- 
thuſalem' lived to tlys Ape , 'tis like |he 
might have acquired theſe accompliſh- 
ments; but our Age 1s too (ſhort to ad- 
* "mit of 'em. 
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Da ſpatinm vite! ynlios da Jupiter an- 
nos ! 

- Give many Years, good God! and 

' laſting Life ! 


' 1s the” Prayer both of Old and Young. 
:Though' [Life | be/ indeed ſo Calamitous 


8 and troubleſome, that were we capable 
a 2 ey. p” of 


ous 


ble 


Flew oi. 1 
of knowing what it' is before we enjoy } 
It, none would venture on. {o tedious a 
Fatigue : Yet do we naturally defire our 
Lives to be [-ngthn'd our, though our 
Miſery encreaſe - with it. As a Man is a 
Creature, he is Mortal ; as he is:Rational, 
he. is Miſerable : For his:Reafon+ is but 
the Uſher to introduce his Miſery, and the 
Perſpective through which he beliolds bis 
trouble. Whoever expects to have an 
entire Happineſs here, may expect to ſee 
the Orbes move ircegularly ; , Rivers: flow | 
back to their Fountains, and Ravulets 
command the Ocean. The moſt we-can 
enjoy, 1s but a Scene of Bliſs; Fate will 
change the Scene, let down the Curtain, 
and put an Exit ro our phahcied Joys. 
Why then ſhould we court a Shadow we 
cannot hold-? and be deſirous of a Good 
that depends only'upon the imagination ? 
For certainly there is no other Happinels 
here, but what is phancied ; we ſooth 
our ſelves with hopes of furure Joys, and 
Paint what the. Wile call Vanity and; 
Vexation :of. Spirit, -hke' the Statue of: 
Pleaſure, Well then, it Lite does afford: 
K 3 no 


Vi 
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no Happineſs that is' real, let us expect it on 


at Death; certainly there 'tis to be tound, $, 
according to that of Oeud, fr 


* 4 ultima ſemper 
Expecianda dies bonuni eft, dicig; beatus, 
Ante obitam nemo, ſupremag Furers debet| 


Which Mr. Sands very excellently Tran- 
ſlates. 


But Man muſt cenfur'd be by bis laft hour ; 


IF hom: truly we can \never happy call 
Afore his Death, and fp ng Funeral. 


Indecd rhere 1s 10 better way to ul»; 
derſtand the Vanity of Luc, than the: 
Contemplation of * 1ts contrary, Death /7/ 
Death, that frees us from the Miſeries of 
Life; that removes us from the diſtraCti»1 
on of Noiſe and Tumult ; rhat delivers jus! 
{rom the Ferters 'of Diſcaſes, and Laſhes| 
of Pain. Sleep, which is the image (of) 
Death, how gratcful, how refreſhing | is 
it to'a Natural Body 2 When 1 am a+ 
"Heep, I am in the Land of Forgrmulneſs 3 

| happily 
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bappily buried in a, drafing f ”"_ 
Soul for that;time is, pt it WETE,,, IC 5 
from its troubleſome campanion, ft 
dy : Oblivion (has ſeiz'd. on all my. Nl 
ops; all ,my, Pains and Aches are Gill and 
quiet; What. a Tranquility then mult ate. 
tend Death, which | 1s Slcep 1 in the 
eſt, degree: x Sleep. in its perfeipn ? 
When I am, Dead, 1, need. no,; pleaſing 
mucmurs. of.. Winds 1a the Trces,| nor 
ſleepy groanings of, purling , Braoks, 
to. lull my: Senſes aſleep: I need, no ſoft 
melancholy: Muſick, to charm. the, Evil- 
Spirit from. my Eyc-lids, they cloſe.nar 
turally : The Province of Death +ffqrds 
no. Noiſe, Hurry, oe Contention.;!,buta 
ucid Ray of Serenity informs cach Breaſt; 
Morphens is the only. God they /adore 3 
and Tranquilixy the only. Ht. they 
admire... Death is the beginning; of Hap- 
pineſs, and. the conſummation of it. 
Happinels has not a- motion , as other 
things,, by degrees.z it has not a. Ma- 
turing and Meſlowing time, like Fruits 
but is barn j 1 Periction. The deſtrugr 
on: of Life is the Generation of; Hap 

| 1K 4 pine S. 
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pineſs. ' And if Happineſs+be not attain- 
able before Death; how diligent ought 
we to be, to make our Lives as Happy as || tl 
we can? To counterfeit a Happinels, and | d 
pleaſe our ſ{clves with it on the| Ocean of | n 
Lite, *till we arrive at the Harbour 'of || o 
Death: 1s 
- To live well, is to be Wile betimes ; | 
and" Wiſdom is attaintd by fo few, that | it 
we have reaſon to doubt, whether Ani-| R 

anal Rationale be a good definiti. mn of Man p 
in general. Methinks it is-a bold laying S, 
of the Sirnr de Mountaigne, That were-he | 4 
10 live over his Life again, he would live as || tr 
he had done : Were the Sienr my Equal, If V 
ſhould accuſe him;of Madneſs and Folly. | tl 
For my part, | am but in the Twerty || I 
third Year of my Age; and have always | it 
devoted my Time fo the ſtudy of Learning || © 
and Wiſdom ; yet were I to: Correct the I C 
Errata's &f my ſhort Life, I would quite | m 
alter the Prefs :' Not an Aion have'I | w 
done, bur is lyable to the cenſure of right Þ rl 
Reaſon : and not a Line have l Written, at 
but has need of |Corredtion: Certainly 1 
the Life of the beſt amongſt us, is but 

one 
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one great Blot. [We may ſee Folly at- * 
trending the wiſeſt of Philoſophers; when 
as | they would perſwade us to follow their 
d | diftates, at the ſame time they grow Cy- 
of | nical and moroſe ; and the Tub of a D+ 
of | ogenes is but the derifion of an Alexander. 

Should 1 ſpeak of thoſe | Worthies, that 
5 | have won the immortal Garland of Honor 
at | in the Field, we ſhonld find Folly and 
#- | Raſhneſs always mixed with their Enter- 
n | prizes: Should I ſpeak of Alexander * hs 
ww | Slew Parmenio : Should F mention Marcus 
be | Amtonmns ? he loſt the World for a Cleopa- 
as | tra; a Woman, a thing in Perticoats: 

I} Whar an odious ii ighe- muſt it be, to ſee 
y. | this great Man, this Anthony, who not 
ty | long ſince appear'd in Iron, and Painted 
ys | it with Blood,” now proſtrate at the 'Feet 
ig || of a ſilly Woman To ſte Honor and 
he | Glory ſubdb'd by | Beauty ? Hence” we 
te | may conclude, That Effeminacy is mixed 


I] with the greateſt Valour, and Folly with 
ht | rhe greateſt Wiſdom. All our Actions 


n; | are mark'd' with the Character of Weak- . 
ly I neſs : Our Humanity ſuppoſerh us frail 


and inconftang, The Decaying Nature 
of 
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of what we Enzpy, tells us every day, 
there is yo ſolid Happineſs in Lite, 
Why then ſhould. we be ſo ſtupid tg 
court this lucid Vapor to remain in | ous 
inglorivus Houles, of Clay ? , Why fhould 
we be ſo Tyrannous: and  Coewardly,. te 
detire our Sopls to remain in Prion, and 
keep: them unbleſt from their Enlarge+ 
ment? Bur it is 'natural to Man|to deſire 
Liic.z, and the | Wieſt , and Stouteft 
Men do it: Therefore Cartius gives 2 
good) deſcription: of a Vahant Man ;| not 


ro. hate Lite, but tro .contemn, Death : 3. e. |. 


To have no fervile fear of. a. djffolution, 
or tremble at grily.' Hairs, .the Emblems 
of Death. How!vainly do. the Old cnvy 
the Pleaſures, .. or rather Follies of. the 


Young ? An amazwg ſpectacle it is, t6 |; 


tee an old grizly Lady applying the 


black Patches ro,hex Face 3, tampcring, of 


her Fucus, and, courting her nev/-vamp'd 
Vilage 1m her Glaſs ?. though the ſtench 
of Death has ſciz'd her already, and ſus 
| perledes the rankneſs of her! Powders, 
There is nothing |/{o much incenles a. Wqe 
man, as to tell her, She -is Old : That 
| unlucky 


& -* uw 
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unlucky word, 01d, brings all the Blood; in 
her Body to hier Face 3' and for a time ſup». 
plies the place of artifgial Beauty;  Net- 
ther -are the! Men free from. this Folly 3 
tis a contagigus. Plagyn a Gangrene that. 
ſpreads over | the whole Body of Man- 
kind : To (ee an Old-Men with: the\ mark; 
of Death in his Forehead, buttrefſed up 
with a Cruteh ( like the: Pinion-end. of anj 
Old-Houle )) fpitting and! {pawling,: av:it: 
he did interjd/-to drawn himſelf with; any 
'nundation of Phlepm':- Fo fee him, like; 
1 (uperannuated Ape, afting all his Jayenila: 
Follies over ;: chewing: bis Cud upoen,ſpme 
delicious Cavelcade, periorm'd by him\inj 
I betftones-Park , or White-Friers: 4111 Fo1 
ce him pruning of his Head, and'pick+: 
ing the Hairs from his. Cloathsz fetting: 
up:for a Spark, with a1 Cravat 'of.|Pognt; 
de Venice ,| which the- longitude - 6f : his; 
Beard will , not ſuffer. ro -be feen;:}/To: 
hear him ;sepeating ſome of his Comple: 
ments out di ahe Academy : To hear bum: 
talk of his Affignation-Notes, and-teHfling/ 
the young Wantons, how many Mritreſtes: 
he formerly' bad z how be knew .the 
ME Þ 4. |, _—_—_ 
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meaning' of their Hearts, by the glancing 
of their Eyes , | and the colonr of their 
Garters by the complexion of their Shoe- 
ſtrings; ang then holds up his old reve- 
rent Nodle, concluding with 


Oh mibi pretergtos referet ſi Tupiter annos ! 


I phancy there! is' nothing more abſurd 
and ridiculous than this. That ever the 
wrinkles of | Old-Age, ſhould be the In- 
dexes 'of - Joſt Reaſon ! And: gray  Hairs 
ſhould be 'attended' with fo much Folly ! 

' Were Envy a Vertue, I ſhould exerciſe 
It in nothing more than in coveting a 
Country-Man's| life, who has. enough - of 
the World to keep him from being behold- 
ing, and burthenſome to Friends; cnough 
to make hini an ordinary Gentleman, and 
pot enough to advance him to the place of 
a. Juſtice of the Peace; enough -to. {ecure 


him from Contempt, and not enough to. 


make him Honourable , or | Miſerable; 


which you pleaſe : For Honour is|a per- 


plexing Plague, the damn'd. Fatigue of 


Lite, the Devil that bewitches Mortals,: 


the 


the Tens faturs, that leads Men into Ruine, 
Were I ro'lay. a Curle' upon a Man, a 
Curlſc, that ſhould have more than all 
Pharoab's Plagucs in it,” I would wiſh him 
Honourable; E would damn him to a gilt 
Coach andiSix, two caſt off Lackqueys al 
ways to attend him.; always to be -ma- 
king his Honors; Complementing and 
Careſling of Ladies; often to be at; Balls, 
and never to appear but -1n uncomfortable 
Grandeur. Indeed, Princes and Great Per- 
ſonages cannot properly be {aid to live; 
they are but the Pagegats of 'the People;the 
Sign-Poſts of Honor ; what they 'count 
their | Glory ( the | praiſe of the multi- 
cude) is but Air and Wand. It was a noble 
and reſolute a& of Horace, to chuſe the 
melancholy Dome in the 'Tiburtine Wood, 
before the place of Secretary to Auguſtus. 
He was too much a Poet, . to be: plealed 
with any kind of Luſtre, ' befide the -Or- 
naments of the Mind ; and certainly ne- 
ver Man appear'd in mote ſplendor upon 
that account 'than he. He was too well 
acquainted with, the folly: of Noiſe and 
Tumule: He could not. be ignorant of 'the 
s pleaſure - 
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in A Difeonrſe of I'ife, 
pleaſare of a Country Retirement, who 
had all the Mutes for his mſtructors. 


Solitude is a thing ſo agreeable with 


an Ingenuons and Manly T rs that it 
ſeems to be the very Parent of Wit, What 
greater Pleaſure can there be than |to live 
retir'd? Company is the Remoras! of al 
glorious deſigns; the ſpring of Vide ; the 
tource of Diſcord and Dilorder. | Were 
it not for Company, Emakation had ne- 
ver had a being; Pride had been com- 
ceal'd in its original Chaos ; Thetts, 
Rapes and Murders had never fI'd rhe 
World with thc nauſeous fame. To 
live Retired, is to imitate our priſtine 
ſtate of Innocence, e're Rapine and Cru- 
ery had invaded our World. But, Alas! 
here is our Mifery, we never can attain 
to the Happy State of our Fore-Father : He 
lived in a Garden, ſo may we ; but it 
cannot be an Eden: He was retir'd in a 
glorious obſcurity, we may be ſo too; 
| but here is thi fatal conſequence,'our Pal- 
ſions, our Lufts, our Inordinate Defires 
Rill accompany ws : But yer for all rhis, 


Solitade is a thing the neareft mp 
's) 
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of any ; for though we have our Paſſions 
always with us, the ; infamous Retinue, 
the black Guard of Miſerable Bodies; 
yet in Solitude they are better , tamed, 
there are fewer obyedts. to exerciſe them 
on. When I am alone, I can Enyy, Hate, 
Quarrel with none : Indeed Solitude is 
an Antidote againſt all the raging P 
of the Tumultuons World. What 
comiums are good enough for Noble 
Solitude ? ws 


L 
Ah Solitude! what ſhall F do 
| Thy worth to ſhow ! 
Thou ſource of Poetry, and gay Defire ; 


Love's brighteſt Spark, and Wit's immortal Fire: © ; 


School of Senſe, and Learned Arts ; 

With Whom Philoſophy is bred : 

The glory of Ambitious Hearts ; 

And honour of each Laurel Head: 
Thou giv'it new Life to the Immortal Dead. 
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Ir 
I O 
Firſt State, and Beſt of Men ! L 
"Free fromall Cares! W 
Ancorite Adam happy ſtill had been, 
Free from Luſt, and free from Fears 
Had not Company and Vice come rowling in ; 
And with it all that Mortals vex : MV 
Envy pale, |and Diſcontent | Pp! 
Hand in hand together weat ; ; tl: 
Envy could| nor be withſtood, T 
It dy'd the Earth with Brother's Blood. ' 
Noiſy Tumults then perplext = 
The |quiet Sykvare Scene, and ſilent Shade ; M 
Where, drunk with Reſt, the Creature was ſu- cc 
pinely laid. 5% th 
| th 
ITI. on 
The greateſt Scipio Thee admir'd, c 
After his Conqueſts to a Grove retir'd. In 
"Tis Solitude that gives us Reſt ; Th 


'Tis Solitude inſpires each noble Breaſt. 


In vain's the giddy Noiſe of worthleſs Schools, 
Or Taverns -cramiid- with loads of Knaves and 

Fools : WY} "#1 
Let them boaſt on of Wit in Company, 


While all the Wiſe grow Great in good Obſeu. 


rity. 


I know, in this I differ much from the 
Men of Buſineſs ; who place their Hap- 
pings in Talk, admire London, and'damn 
the" Country ; think that the harmomious 
Twatling of a Company of Goflipping 
Hero's, is more, delightful than the Me- 
lancholy Singing of Birds in a Noble So- 
litnde. Theſe are the genuine Sons ' of 
Mother-Midnight ; and would better be- 
come the Society of a Chriſt'ning, than 
_the Solid Retinue of Wifdow. Others 
there are, that place their Happineſs im 
outward Pomp and Grandeur ; that think 
nothing Creat, but what is Gaudy : And 
ſome there are, that as much admire an - 
Infinite heap of Gold and Silver ;' and 
rhink, Happineſs only confiſts in Exceſs 
and Superfluity; when imdeed, the fub- 
ſtantial Goodneſs of our Eſtates, as well 
we b L 2s 


as Gur Paſſions, conſiſts in a Medioerity, 


I chink, I could fay Amen to this Prayet 


of Mr. Cowley's : 


Magne Deus, quod ad has Vite brevis 
attinet horas, | | 

Da mihi, Da panem Libertatemque| nec 
ultra | 

Sollicitas effundp preces ; fi quid datur 
altra | | 

Accipian gratis, ſin non contental as 
bibg. 


And were I to lay down a Rule' for 
a Wiſe Man to walk by, (I wiſh, I were 
capable of following it my ſelf ) it ſhould 
be to Retire from | the World, to Immure 
himſelf within the- Earthen Walls of a 


Homely Cottage 3 where not one Cran- 


ny ſhould be open, for Luſt or Paſſion to 
cnter : For we are the beſt Friends, or 
worſt Enemics to our ſelves. Another's 
Afﬀronts cannot injure us, unleſs. we. re- 
ſent them : And he that keeps his Breaſt 
ſhut againſt all Temptations, . keeps his 
Soul more ſecure, 'than a Body that 1s/ſur- 
round- 
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rounded/with tho Walk of a Caſtle. T6 | 
Conchude :;' 4 | 


Could we our Paſſions guide by Reafon's Law, 
And keep th? Aﬀedtions 1 in ſeygreſt Aws; 
Could we a Limit ſet to boundleſs Love, 

And make our Wrath in peaceful Order move : 
Could we unruly Hate in Fetters bind, 

And tame the wild Deſires of the Mind ; 

Or Halctons brooding on the ſilent Seas: 

More Damage would the ſturdy Oaks ſuſtain 
From Fighting Winds, and the Tempeſtuous 


Rain, 


Than We; though Paſſion ſhould its Storms 


raiſe, 
Wild as the Wind, and raging as the Seas. 
Grant me, geod God! a Melancholy Scar, 
Free from the Noiſe and Tumults of the Great : 
Like fome Bleft Man, who his Retinue fees 
A tall and ſprightly Grove of ſervile Trees, 
Of complemental Trees, that fright the Hindes, 
Making low Congees to the roaring Winds : 
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an, fo) pil of Mirth, the Hours more Joy would 
Than the black Days attend a Regent King. 
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